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At the dose of a letter addressed by Dickens to bis Mead 
Jobn Forator, but not to be found in tile English udiliODs of 
the Life. iJie writer adds to hia praisea of the biography of 
Goldsmith these memorable words: "I desire no better for my 
fome, when mj personal dustiness shall be piiat the control of 
my love of order, than auch a hiographer and such a critic." 
Dickens was a man of few close friendships — "his breast," he 
said, "would not hold many people"— but, of these (riend- 
ships, that with Forster was one of tlie earliest, as It was one 
of the moat enduring. To Dickens, at least, his future biogra- 
pher must have been the embodiiuent of two qualities rarely 
combined iu equal measure — discretion and candour. In lit- 
erary matters his advice was taken almost as often as it was 
given, and nearly every proof-sheet of nearly every work of 
Dickens passed through liis faitliful helpmate's hands. Nor 
were there many important decisions formed by Dickens con- 
cerning himself in the course of hia manhood to which Forater 
was a stranger, though, unhappily, he more Oian once coun- 

On Mr. Forster's Life, of Oha/rle» Dieken^, together with the 
three volumes of Letters collected by Dickens's eldest daughter 
and his aister-in-law — his "dearest and l)est friend" — it is 
superfluous to state that tlie biograpbicai portion of the follow- 
ing essay is mainly based. It may be superfluous, but it can- 
not be considered impertinent, if I add that tlie shortcom 
of the Life have, in my opinion, been more frequently pro- J 
claimed than deSned ; and that its merits are those of its authoc f 
as well as of its subject. 

My sincere thanks are due for various favours shown to n 
n with the production of this little volume by Mil 



tl rUFACX. 

Il<«utli. Hr. CkariM DteftcM. PtnlMnr Bbvt Koriey. lb; 
Aknndff Inksd, Hr. Joha Bv^ Mr. Ro^avi. and lb; 
BrlUOB. Hr. B*»m baa Uadtr eaaUcd nc to CMmd aona 
Inuounda* In Hr. PonUr'* KUnm of Dkkaw^ aariy (Aai- 
hun day* on itnbnpfclwbli flrsi-kasd e ^ hkaun . I alao beg 
Uapuin uut Hr*. Buddm u Mccpi i^ ihnaks to dinrii^ 
■W 10 m OmI'i IUU Ptaoe, 

I ua under •ptcUl obUgukxw h> Ht. R. F. SkautiBf, Iib>»- 
rtan of Ihe D]m «Bd Fonter Ulnrte at Sooa Kcoeingtoa. 
tor lib rouitMj tn affonUng ma nnch naefol aid and infenok- 
Uon. Wltti Uw Uad pomtorion of Hn. FbnKr. Hr. Sketchier 
enabled me to rapiilemeu tbe recOTik irf Dtefant^ Hfe, in Om 
pcfkid ie88-'41. from a UtlMtM anpuhMwd aomce— a enfaa 
of brief mtrlae br >>&» Ib four vohunee of 7b £^m mad Otm- 
uttnlat Dalit Bmimbn u tttr for tboee reus. Tbeae mliuBee 
formed no pan of the f onter bequtst. but wrre added to it. 
under cr.rlain conditions, by Mrs. Porster. Tbe entriea ars 
moetly very brief : And sometimes tbere are months withoui an 
entry. Mauy days buci^vmI uae anuUter with bo otber note 
ttuui "Work." 

Mr. R n. Shepherd's Biblinsrraplig ^ I»bm» haa been of 
OODsiderebIc acrvico (o me. Hay I take this ^paitnnh; of 
conuneDdlng to my readers, as a charming lemiidaotatce of the 
connexion between Charit* Dictnf «imI AmAmMt. Hr. Bobcat 
Langton's Bketches iUustmtiiig a paper recently printed under 
that title ? 

Lnst.not least, n* the OertnBns say. I wish to thank my friend 
Professor T. N. Toller for the trieniily counsel which has not 
been wanting to me on tttis, any more than on fonuer occa- 
■iona. A.W.W. 
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CHAPTER L 



[1812-1838.] 

Charles Dickens, the eldest eon, and tha Bccond of tli9 i 
eight children, of Jofao and Elizabeth Dickens, was bom 
at Landport, a suburb of Portsca, on Friday, February 
7, iai2. His baptismal names were Charles John Huff- 
Hia father, at that time a clert in the Navy Pay J 
■, and employed id the Portsmouth Dock-yard, i 
(lecaUed to London when his eldest son was only two ye&n 

f age; and two years afterwards was transferred to I 

FGhatham, where he resided with his family from 1816 tog 

H1831, Thus Chatham, and the more venerable city of n 

acliester adjoining, with their neighbourhood of chalk 

s and deep green lanes and woodland and marshes, be- 

Q the words of Dickens's biographer, the birthplace 

of his fancy. He looked upon himself as, to all intents 

and purposes, a Kentish man born and bred, and his heart 

was always in this particular corner of the incomparable 

county. Again and again, after Mr. Alfred Jingle's spaa- 

modlc eloquence had, in the very first number of Piclewiek, 
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epitomieed the antiquities and comforts of Rochester, al- 
ready the scene of one of the Sketches, Dicljena returned 
to the local associations of bis early childhood. It was at 
Chatham that poor little Darid Goppcrfield, gn his solitaiy 
tramp to Dover, slept his Sunday night's sleep " neat a 
cannon, happy in the society of the sentry's footsteps ;" 
and in many a Christmas narrative or cncommercial etch- 
ing the familiar features of town and country, of road and 
river, were reproduced, hefore in Oreal Expeetations they 
enggested some of the most picturesque cficcts of hia 
later art, and before in his last unfinished romance hia 
fMthfuI fancy once more haunted the well-known pre- 
cincts. During the last thirteen years of his life he waa 
again an inhabitant of the loved neighbourhood where, 
with the companions of his mirthful idleness, he had eo 
often made holiday ; where, when hope was young, he 
had spent hia honey-moon ; and whither, after his last rest- 
less wanderings, be was to return, to seek such repose aa 
he would allow himself, and to die. But, of course, the 
daily life of the " very queer small boy " of that early 
time is only quite incidentally to be associated with the 
grand geatleman'a house on Gad's Hill, where his father, 
little thinking that his son was to act over again the story 
_ of Warren Hastings and Daylesford, had told him he 
might some day come to live, if be were to be very perse- 
vering, and to work hard. The family abode was in 
Ordnance (not St. Mary's) Place, at Chatham, amidst sur- 
roundings classified in Mr. Pickwick's notes as " appear- 
ing to be soldiers, sailors, Jews, chalk, shrimps, offices, and 
dock-yard men." But though the half-mean, half-piotn- 
resqne aspect of the Chatham streets mjiy already at an 
early ago havo had its fascination for Dickens, yet hia 
childish fancy was fed as fully as were his powers of oh- 
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servation. Having learned reading from his mother, he 
was sent with Lis elder sister, Fanny, to a day-school kept 
in Gibraltar Place, New Road, by Mr. William Giies, the 
eldest Bon and namesake of a worthy Baptist minister, 
nho»e family had formed an intimate acquaintance with 
their neighbours in Ordnance Row. The younger Giles 
children were pupils at the school of their elder brother 
with Charles and Fanny Dickens, and thus naturally their 
constant playmates. In later life Dickens preserved a 
grateful remembrance, at times refreshed by pleasant com- 
munications between the families, of the training he had 
received from Mr. William Giles, an intelligent as well as 
generous man, nho, recognising his pupil's abilities, seems 
to have resolved that they shonld not lie fallow for want 
of early cultivation. Nor does there appear to be the 
slightest reason for supposing that this period of his life 
was anything but happy. For his sister Fanny he always 
preserved a tender regard ; and a touching little paper, 
written by him after her death in womanhood, relates how 
the two children used to watch the stars together, and 
make friends with one in particular, as belonging to them- 
selves. But obviously he did not lack playmates of hia 
own sex ; and it was no doubt chiefly because his tastes 
made him disinclined to take much part in the rougher 
sports of his school-fellows, that he found plenty of time 
for amusing himself in his own way. And thus it camo 
to pass that already as a child he followed his own likings 
in the two directions from which they were never very 
materially to swerve. He once said of himself that ho 
had been " a writer when a mere baby, an actor always." 

Of these two passions he could always, as a child and 
as a man, be " happy with either," and occasionally with 
both at the same time. In his tender years he was taken 
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by a Mnsman, a Bandburat cadet, to the theatre, to see the 
Ic^timate drama acted, and was disillusioned by visits be- 
hind the scenes at private theatricals ; while his own ju- 
venile powers as a teller of stories and singer of comic 
aongs (bo was poasosaed, says one who remembers him, of 
a sweet treble voice) wore displayed on domestic cbMTs 
and tables, and then in amateur plays with his school-fel- 
lows. He also wrote a — not strictly original — tragedy, 
which is missing among hia Reprinted Pieces. There is 
notliing unique in these cliildisb doings, nor in the cir- 
cumstauce that he was an eager reader of works of fic- 
tion ; but it is noteworthy that chief among the books to 
which be applied himself, in a small neglected bookroom 
in bis father's house, were those to which bis allegiance 
remained true through much of bis career as an author. 
Besides books of travel, which ho says bad a fascination 
for his mind from bis earliest childhood, besides the " Ara- 
bian Nights" and kindred talcs, and the English Essayists, 
he read Fielding and Smollett, and Cervantes and Le Sage, 
in all innocence of heart, as well as Mrs. Inohbald's collec- 
tion of farces, in all contentment of spirit. Inasmuch as 
he was no great reader in the days of his authorship, and 
had to go through bard times of bis own before, it was 
well that the literature of bis childhood was good of its 
kind, and that where it was not good it was at least gay. 
Dickens afterwards made it an article of his social creed 
ttiat the imaginatiDa of the young needs nourishment as 
much as their bodies require food and clothing ; and be 
had reason for gratefully tcmerabering that at all events 
the imaginative part of his education had escaped neglect. 
Bat these pleasant early days came to a sudden end. 
In the year 1821 bis family returned to London, and soon 
his experiences of trouble began. Misfortune pursued the 
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elder Dickena to town, bis B«lary having been decreased 
already at Chatbam in consetjnencc of one of the early 
efforts at economical reform. He found a shabby home 
for his family in Bayham Street, Camden Town ; and here, 
what with the pecuniary embarrassments in which be waa 
perennially involved, and what with the easy disposition 
with which he was blessed by way of compensation, he 
allowed his son's education to take care of itself. John 
Diokene appears to have been an bononrable as well aa a 
Hndly man. Ilis son always entertained an affectionate 
regard for him, and carefully arranged for the comfort of 
his latter years ; nor would it be fair, because of a similar- 
ity in their experiences, and in the grandeur of their habit- 
ual phraseology, to identify him absolutely with the im- 
mortal Mr, Micawber, Still less, except in certain detwls 
of manner and incident, can the character of the elder 
Dicbens be thought to Lave suggested that of the pitiful 
" Father of the Marabalsea," to which prison, almost aa 
famous in English fiction as it is in English history, the 
unlucky navy-clerk was consigned a year after his return 
to London. 

Every effort had been made to stave off the evil day; 
and little Charles, whose eyes were always wide open, and 
who had begun to write descriptive sketches of odd per- 
sonages among his acqnaintance, had become familiar with 
the inside of a pawnbroker's shop, and had sold the pa- 
ternal " library" piecemeal to the original of the drunken 
aeeond-band bookseller, with whom David Copperfield 
dealt as Mr. Micawber's representative. But neither these 
sacriScea nor Mrs. Dickens's abortive efforts at setting up 
an educational establishment had been of avail. Her hue- 
band's creditors would not give him time ; and a dark 
period began for the family, and more especially for the 
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little eldest son, now ten yeara old, in which, as he after- J 
wards wrote. Id bitter anguish of remembrance, "but foe I 
the mercy of Qod, he might easilj have become, for any! 
care that wan taken of him, a little robber or a little | 
vagabond." 

Forster has printed the pathetic fragment of antobiog- i 
raphy, commnnicat«d to him by Dickens five-and-twenty ] 
years after the period to which it refers, and sabseqnent- ] 
]y incorporated with but few changes in the Perttmal Hit- ' 
tory of David Copperfield. Who can forget the thrill with 
which he first learned the well-kept secret that the story of 
the solitary child, left s prey to the cruel chances of tie 
London streets, was an episode in the life of Charles Dick- 
ens himself! Between fact and fiction there was but a 
difference of names. Murdstone & Grinbj's wine ware- 
house down in Blackfriara was Jonathan Warren's black- 
ing warehonse at Hungerford Stairs, in which a place had 
been found for the boy by a relative, a partner in the con- 
cern; and the bottles he had to paste over with labels 
were in truth blacking-pots. But the menial work and 
the miserable pay, the uncongenial companionship during 
worktime, and the speculative devices of the dinner-hour 
were the same in each case. At this time, after hie fam- 
ily bad settled itself in the Marsbalsea, the haven open to 
the little waif at night was a lodging in Little College 
Street, Camden Town, presenting even fewer attractions 
than Mr. Micawber's residence in Windsor Terrace, and 
kept by a lady afterwards famous under the name of Mrs. 
Pipobin. His Sundays were spent at home in the prison. 
On his urgent remonstrance — " the first I had ever made 
about my lot " — concerning the distance from his family 
at which he was left through the week, a back attie was 
found for him in Lant Street, in the Borough, " where 
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Bob Sawyer lodged many years afterwards ;" and he r 
breakfasted and supped with his parents in their apart- 
meat. Here they hved in fair comfort, waited upon by 
a faithful " orfliog," who had accompanied the family and 
ita fortunes from Chatham, and who is said by Forstet 
to have her part in tho character of the Marchioness. 
Finally, after the prisoner had obtained his dischai^ 
and had removed with his family to the Lant Street lodg- 
ings, a quarrel occnrred between the elder Dickens and 
his cousin, and the boy was in consequence taken away 
from the business, 

He had not been ill-treated there ; nor indeed is it ill- 
treatment which leads to David Copperficld's running 
away in the story. Nevertheless, it is not strange that 
Dickens should have looked back with a bitterness very 
unusual in Lim upon the bad old days of his childish soli- 
tude and degradation. He never "forgot" bis mother's 
having wished him to remain in the warehouse ; the sub- 
ject of his employment there was never afterwards men- 
tioned in the family ; he could not bring himself to go 
near old Hungerford Market so long as it remained stand- 
ing; and to no human being, not even to his wife, did he 
speak of this passage in bis life until he narrated it in the 
fragment of autobiography which he confided to his trusty 
friend. Such a sensitiveness is not hard to explain ; for 
no man is espected to dilate upon the days "when he 
lived among the beggars in St. Mary Axe," and it is only 
the Bounderbiea of society who exult, truly or falsely, in 
the sordid memories of the time before they became rich 
or powerful. And it the sharp experiences of his child- 
hood might have ceased to be resented by one whom the 
world on the whole treated so Idndly, at least they left hia 
heart nnhardened, and helped to make him ever tender to 



the poor and weak, becansc he too had after a f*a 
" eaten his bread with tears " when a puny child. 

A happy aocident having released the David ( 
field of actual life from his uDworthy bondage, he was pot 
in the way of an edncation such as at that time was the 
lot of most boys of the class to which he belonged. " The 
world lias done mnch better since in that way, and wUl 
do far better yet," he writes at the close of Lis descrip- 
tion of Our School, the Wellington House Academy," ait 
naM near that point in the Hampstfiad Road where modest 
gentility and commercial enterprise touch hands. Other 
tcBtimony confirois his sketch of the ignorant and bmtal 
head-master; and doubtless this worthy and bis usher, 
"considered to know everything as opposed to the chief 
who was considered to know nothing," furnished some of 
the features in the portraits of Mr. Creaklc and Mr. Mell. 
But it has been very justly doubted by an old school- 
fellow whether the statement "We were First Boy" is 
to be regarded as strictly historicai. If Charles Dickens, 
when be entered the school, was " put into Virgil," he was 
not put there to much purpose. On the other hand, with 
the return of happier days had come the resumption of 
the old amusementa which were to grow into the occu- 
pations o£ his life. A club was founded among the 
boys at Wellington House for the express purpose of 
circulating short tales written by him, and he was the 
manager of the private theatricals which they contrived 
to set on foot. 

After two or three years of such work and play it 
became necessary for Charles Dickens once more to think 
of earning bis bread. His father, who had probably lost 
his ofBcial post at the time when, in Mr. Micawber's phraBe, 
" hope sunk beneath the horizon," was now seeking em' 
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plopncnt as a parliaracntary reporter, and muEt have re- 
jcdoed when a Gray's Inn Boli-citor of bis acqaaintance, 
attmcted by the bright, clever looks of his son, took the 
lad into bU office as a clerk at a modest weekly siJary. 
His office associates here were perhaps a grade or two 
above those of the Wacking warehouse ; but bis danger 
now lay ratber in the direction of the vulgarity which he 
afterwards depicted in such Bamples of the profession as 
Mr. Gnppy and Mr. Jobling. lie is said to bave freqaent- 
ed, in company witli a feilow-clork, one of the minor thea- 
tres, and even occasionally to have acted there ; and asanr- 
edly it must have been personal knowledge which suggest- 
ed the onrionsiy savage description of Private T/matres in 
the Sketches by Boz, the all but solitary unkindly refer- 
ence to theatrical amusements in his worts. But what- 
ever bis experiences of this kind may have been, be passed 
unscathed through tltem ; and during the year and a half 
of his clerkship picked up sufficient knowledge of the 
technicalities of the law to be able to assail its enormities 
witbont falling into rudimentary errors about it, and suffi- 
cient knowledge of lawyers and lawyers' men to fill a 
whole chamber in his gallery of characters. 

Oddly enough, it was, after all, the example of the father 
that led the son into the line of life from which he was 
easily to pass into the career wbcro success and fame 
awwted him. The elder Dickens having obtained employ- 
ment as a parliamentary reporter for the Morning Herald, 
hia son, who was living with him in Bentinck Street, Man- 
chester Square, resolved to essay the same laborious craft 
He was by this time nearly seventeen years of age, and 
already we notice in him what were to remain, through 
life, two of his most marked characteristioa — strength o( 
will, and a determination, if be did a tbing at all, to do it 
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tborougLly. The art of short-hand, which he now reeolnte- " 
ly set himself to master, was in those days no easy stndy, 
though, possibly, in looking back upon his first efforts, 
Dftvid CoppcrGeld overestimated the difficulties which he 
had conquered with the help of love and Traddlcs. Bat 
Dickens, whose education no Dr. Strong Lad completed, 
perceived that in order to succeed as a reporter of the 
highest class he needed something besides the knowledge 
of short-band. In a word, he lacked reading ; and this 
deficiency he set himself to supply as best he could by a 
constant attendance at the British Museum. Those critics 
who have dwelt on the fact that the reading of Dickens 
was neither very great nor very extensive, have insiated on 
what is not less true than obvious; but he had this one 
quality of the true lover of reading, that be never profess- 
ed a familiarity with that of which be knew little or noth- 
ing. He continued bis visits to the Museum, even when 
in 1828 he had become a reporter in Doctors' Commons. 
With this occupation he had to remain aa content as he 
could for nearly two years. Once more David Copper- 
field, the double of Charles Dickens in his youth, will rise 
to the memory of every one of his readers. For not only 
was his soul seized with a weariness of Consistory, Arches, 
Delegates, and the rest of it, to which he afterwards gave 
elaborate expression in bis story, but bis heart was full of 
its first love. In later days he was not of opinion that 
be had loved particularly wisely ; but how well he had 
loved is known to every one who after him has lost his 
heart to Dora. Nothing came of the fancy, and in coarse 
of time he bad composure enough to visit the lady who 
had been its object in the company of his wife. He found 
that Jip was stuSed as well aa dead, and that Dora had 
faded into Flora ; for it was as such that, not very chivat 
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ronaly, he could bring himsdf to describe her, for the 

second time, in LiCtle Dorrii. 

Before at last be was eogaged bs a reporter on a news- 
paper, be had, and not for a moment only, thought of 
turning aside to another profession. It was tbe profes- 
sion to which — uncommercially — he was attached daring 
BO great a part of his life, that when he afterwards created 
for himself a stage of his own, be seemed to be but follow- 
ing an irresistible fascination. Hia best friend described 
him to me as " a born actor ;" and who needs to be told 
that the world faUs into two divisions only — those whose 
place is before the foot-lights, and those whose place is be- 
hind them! Hia love of acting was stronger than bim- 
Belf ; and I doubt whether he ever saw a play successfully 
performed without longing to be in and of it "Assump- 
tion," he wrote in after days to Lord Lytton, " has charms 
for me — I hardly know for how many wild reasons — so 
delightful that I feel a loss of, oh ! I can't say what ex- 
quisite foolery, when I lose a chance of being some one in 
voice, etc., not at all like myself." He loved the theatre 
and everything which aavonred of histrionics with an in- 
tensity not even to be imagined by those who have never 
felt a touch of the same passion. He had that " belief in 
a play " which be so pleasantly described as one of the 
characteristics of bis life-long friend, the great painter, 
Clarkson Stanfield. And he had that un extinguish able 
interest in both actors and acting which makes a tittle 
separate world of tbe " quality." One of the staunches! 
friendships of his life was that with the foremost English 
tragedian of his age, Macrcady ; one of the delights of his 
last years was bis intimacy with another well-known actor, 
the late Mr. Fechter. No performer, however, was so ob- 
Bcnre or so feeble as to be outside tbe pale of his sympar 
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thy. His books teem with kindly likcnewcs of all man- 
uer of entertaincra and entertainments — from Mr. Vincent 
GmmmleB and tbc more or less legitimate drama, down to 
Mr. Sleary's horse-riding ami Mrs. Jarley's wax-work. He 
has 8 friendly feeling for Chops the dwarf, and for Pickle- 
son the giant ; and in his owd qniet Broadstaiis he cannot 
help tnmultiionely applauding a young lady " who goes 
into the den of ferocions lions, tigers, leopards, etc, and 
pretends to go to sleep upon the principal lion, upon 
which a rustic keeper, who speaks through his nose, ex- 
claims, ' Behold the abazid power of woohad!' " He was 
Enable to ait through a forlorn performance at a wretched 
country theatre withont longing to add a sovereign to the 
fonr-and-ninepence which he had made out In the house 
when he entered, and which " had warmed Qp in the 
COTJTse of the evening to twelve shillings;" and in Bow 
Street, near his office, he was beset by appeals such as that 
of an aged and greasy suitor for an engagement as Panta- 
loon : " Mr. Dickens, yon know our profession, sir — no one 
knows it better, sir — there is no right feeling in it I was 
Harlequin on your own eircnit, sir, for five-and-thirty 
years, and was displaced by a boy, air ! — a boy !" Nor did 
his disposition change wben he crossed the seas ; the 
streets he first sees in the "United States remind him irre- 
sistibly of the set-scene in a London pantomime ; and at 
Terona his interest is divided between Borneo and Juliet 
and the vestiges of an equestrian troupe in the amphi- 
theatre. 

"What success Dickens might have achieved as an actor 
it is hardly to the present purpose to inquire. A word 
will be said below of the success he achieved as an aroa- 
teui actor and manager, and in his more than half-dra' 
inatic reading. But, the influence of early aesociations 
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and peraonal feelisgs apart, it wootd seem that the Artists 
of tbe stage whom he most admired weiv Dot thoae of the 
liigbest tkpe. He was subdued by the geoius of Fredeiic 
Lemaitte, but blind and deaf to that of Kiatori. " Sound 
melodrama and farce" were the dramatic apeoies which 
he affected, and in which as a professional actor ho might 
have excelled. His Intenaity might have gone for much 
iu the one, and bis versatility and volubility for more in 
the other; and in both, as indeed in any kind of p!ay of 
part, his thoroughness, which extended itself to every de- 
tail of performauce or make-up. must have stood him in 
excellent 5t«ad. As it was, he was preserved for litent- 
ture. But he bad carefully prepared himself for his in- 
tended venture, and when he sought an engagement at 
Covent Garden, a preliminary interview with the managei 
vras post{joned only on account of the illness of the ap- 
plicant. 

Before the next theatrical season opened he had at last 
— in the year 1831 — obtained employment as a parlia- 
mentary reporter, and after some earlier engagemeDts b« 
became, in 1B34, one of the reporting staS of the famous 
Whig Morning Chronicle, then in its best days under thn 
editorship of Mr. John Black- Now, for the first time in 
his life, he had an opportunity of putting forth the en- 
ergy that was in him. He shrunk from none of the diffi- 
culties which in those days attended the exercise of bia 
craft. They were thus depicted by himself, when a few 
years before hia death he "held a brief for bis brothers" 
at the dinner of the Newspaper Press Fund: " I have of- 
ten transcribed for the printer from my short-hand notoa 
important public speeches in which the strictest accuraey 
was required, and a mistake in which would have been to 
a young tnan severely compromising ; writing on the palm 
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of my hand, by the light of a dark lantern, in a poat- 
chaise and four, galloping through a wild country, and 
through the dead of the night, at the then aurprising rate 
of fifteen miles an hour. ... I have worn my knees by 
writing on them on the old back row of the old gallery of 
the old House of Commons ; and I have worn my feet by 
standiBg to write in a preposterous pen in the old Houfte 
of Lords, where we used to be huddled together like so 
many sheep kept in waiting, say, until the woolsack might 
want restnffing. Returning home from excited political 
meetings in the country to the waiting press in London, I 
do verily believe I have been upset in almost every do- 
Bcription of vehicle known in this country. I have been 
in my time belated on miry by-roads, towards the small 
hours, forty or fifty miles from London, in a wheellesa car- 
riage, with exhausted horses and dninkca post-boys, and 
have got hack in time for publication, to be received with 
never-forgotten compliments by the late Mr. Black, coming 
iu the broadest of Scotch from the broadest of hearts I 
ever knew." Thus early had Dickens learnt the secret of 
throwing himself into any pursuit once taken up by him, 
and of half achieving his task by the very heartiness with 
which he set about it. When at the close of the parlia- 
mentary session of the year 1S36 his labours as a reporter 
came to an end, he was held to have no equal iu the gal- 
lery. During this period his naturally keen powers of ob- 
servation must have been sharpened and strengthened, and 
that quickness of decision acquired which constitutes, per- 
haps, the most valuable lesson that journalistic practice of 
any kind can teach to a young man of letters. To Dick- 
ens's experience as a reporter may likewise be traced no 
li part of his political creed, in which there was a good 
deal of infidelity ; or, at all events, his determined con- 



I.] BEFORE "PICKWICK." 

tempt for the parlinmentary etjle proper, whether ia tha 
month of "Thiaman" or of " Thatman," and Lis rooted 
dislike of the " cheap- jacks " and "national dustmen" 
whom he discerned among oar orators and legislators. 
There ia probably no very great number of Members of 
Parliament who are heroes to those who wait attendance 
on their words. Moreover, t!ie period of Dickens's most 
active labours as a reporter was one that succeeded a time 
of great political excitement; and when mou wish thank- 
fully to rest after deeds, words are in season. 

Meanwhile, very tentatively and with a very imperfect 1 
consciousness of the signiScance for himself of his first ' 
steps on a slippery path, Dickens had begun the real 
career of his life. It has been seen how he had been a 
writer as a " baby," as a school-boy, and as a lawyer's 
clerk, and the time had come when, like all writers, he 
wished to see himself in print. In December, 1833, the 
Monthly Magazine published a paper which he had drop- 
ped into ita letter-box, and with eyes " dimmed with joy 
and pride " the young author beheld his first-born in print. 
The paper, called A Dinner at Poplar Walk, was after- 
wards reprinted in the Sketches by Boz under the title of 
Mr. Minna and his Coudn, and is laughable enough. His 
success emboldened him to send further papers of a simi- 
lar character to the same magazine, which published ten 
contributions of his by February, 1835. That which ap- 
peared in August, 1834, was the first signed "Boz," a 
nickname given by him in his boyhood to a favourite 
brother. Since Dickens used this signature not only aa 
the author of the Sketches and a few other minor produc- 
tions, but also as "editor" of the Pickwick Papers, it is 
not surprising that, especially among his admirers on the 
Continent and in America, the name should have clnng to 
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Um so tenacieasly. It waa on a ateamboat neat 
that ho heard from bis atate-roooi a gentleman c 
ing to hb wife : " Boz keeps himself very close." 

But the Monthly Magazine, ihoa^ traimly welcoming 
ha young conlributor's lively aketches, could not afford 
to pay for them, lie was therefore glad to conclude an 
utBngement with Mr. George Hogarth, the conductor of 
the Evening Chronicle, a papet in connexion with the 
great morning journal on the reportiDg ataS of which hs 
waa engaged. He had gratoitoualy contributed a sketch 
to the evening paper as a personal favour to Mr. H<^arth, 
and the latter readily proposed to the proprietora of the 
Morning Chrtmicle tliat Dickens abouid be duly remo- 
neiated for this addition to his regular labours. With 
a salary of seveo instead of, as heretofore, five guineas 
a week, and Ecttlcd in chambers in Fumival's Inn — one 
of those old legal inns which he loved so well — he might 
already in this year, 1835, consider himself on the high- 
road to prosperity. By the beginning of 1836 the 
Sketches by Bos printed ill the Evening Chronicle were 
already numerous enough, and their success was sufficient- 
ly eatabliahed to allow of his arranging for their repubU- 
eation. They appeared in two volumea, with etchings by 
Craikshank, and the sum of a hundred and lifty pounds 
waa paid to- him for the copyright. The stepping-stones 
had been found aud passed, and on the laat day of March, 
which saw the publication of the first number of the Pkk- 
wick Papers, ha stood in the field of fame and fortune. 
Three days afterwards Dickens married Catherine Ho- 
garth, the eldest daughter of the friend who had ao effi- 
ciently aided him in his early literary ventures. Mr. 
George Hogarth's name thus links together the names of 
two masters of EagUsh fiction ; for Lockhart speaks of 
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lum wbeD a writer to tlie sigDct in Edinburgh as one of 
tbe iatirantf friends of Scott Dickens's apprenticeship as 
am ADthor was over almoat ba soou as it was begnn ; and 
lie had found tbe way short from obscurity to the daz- 
f^ng light of popularity. As for the Slcslckeit by Boz, 
their author soou repurchased the copyright for more than 
thirteen times the sum which had been paid to him for it. 
In tbtar collected form these Sketches modestly de- 
scribed themselves as "illustrative of every-day life and 
every-day people." Herein they only prefigured the more 
famooB creations of their writer, whose genins was norer 
Iiappy aa when lighting up, now the humorous, now 
1;^ what lie chose to term the romantic, side of familiar 
things. The curious will find little difficulty in tracing 
in these outliuci;, often rough and at times coarse, the 
groundwork of more than one finished picture of later 
date. Not a few of the most peculiar features of Dickens's 
humour are already here, together with not a little of his 
most characteristic pathos. It Is true that in these early 
Sketches the latter is at limes atrwned, but its power ia 
occasionally beyond denial, as, for instance, in the brief 
naixative of the death of the hospital patient. On the 
other hand, the hamoar — more especially that of the 
Talat — ia not of the most refined sort, and often degen- 
erates in the direction of boisterous farce. The style, too, 
though in general devoid of the preteutiousnesa which ia 
the bane of "light" Journalistic writing, has a taint of 
vulgarity about it, very pardonable under the circun- 
staacea, but generally absent from Dickens's later worka. 
Weak pnns are not onfrequent ; and the diction bnt rarely 
reaches that exquisite felicity of comic phrase in which 
Pieinoiek and its suecesHora excel. For the rest, Dickens'a 
&Toiirite passions and favourite aversions alike reflect 
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themselves here in small. In tbe description of the 
tioQ for beadle he ridicalea the tricks and the man 
of political party-life, and bia love of things theatrical 
its fnll freshness upon it — however ho may pretend at 
Astley's that his " histrionic taste is gone," and that it is 
the audience nhich chiefly delights him. But of conrae 
the gift which these Skeiches pre-eminently revealed in 
their author was a descriptive power that seemed to loM 
sight of nothing characteristic in the object described, and 
of nothing humorous in an association suggested by it. 
Whether his theme was street or river, a Christmas dinner 
or the extensive groves of the illustrious dead (the old 
clothes shops in Monmouth Street), he reproduced it in 
all its shades aud colours, and under a hundred aspects, 
fanciful as well as real. How inimitable, for instance, ia 
the sketch of " the last cab-driver, and the first omnibna 
cad," whose earlier vehicle, the omnipresent "red cab," 
was not the gondola, but the very fire-ship of the London 
streets. 

Dickens himself entertained no high opinion of these 
youthful efforts ; and in this be showed the consciousnesa 
of the true artist, that masterpieces are rarely thrown off 
at hazard. But though much of the popularity of the 
Sketches may be accounted for by the fact that common- 
place people love to read about commonplace people and 
things, the greater part of it is due to genuine literary 
merit. The days of half-price in theatres have followed 
tbe days of coaching ; " Honest Tom " no more paces the 
lobby in a black coat with velvet facings and cuSs, and a 
D'Orsay hat ; the Hickses of the present time no longer 
qnote "Don Jiian" over boarding-house dinner-tables; 
and the young ladies in Camberwell no longer compare 
young men in attitudes to Lord Byron, or to "Satan" 
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Montgomery. But the Sketches by Boz have sarvived 
their birth-time ; and they deserve to be remembered 
among the rare instances in which a yoQDg author has no 
sooner begun to write than he has shown a knowledge of 
hifl real strength. As yet, however, this sadden favourite 
of the public was unaware of the range to which hia 
ponera were to extend, and of the height to which they 
were to monnt. 




TBOIf BUCCBB9 TO SnCCESS. 

[1836-1841.] 

EvBH' in thoBe years of which the record is brightest Id 
the story of his life, Charles Dickens, like the rest of the 
world, had his share of troubles — troubles great and small, 
losses which went home to his heart, and vexations mani- 
fold in the way of busineas. But in the history of hia 
early career as an author the word failure has no place. 

Not that the Posthumous Papers of Ike Pickwick Club, 
published as they were in monthly numbers, at once took 
the town by storm; for the public needed two or three 
months to make up its mind that " Boz " was equal to an 
effort considerably in advance of his Sketches. But when 
the popularity of the serial was once established, it grew 
with extraordinary rapidity until it reached an altogether 
nnprecedeated height. He would be a bold man who 
should declare that its popularity has very materially 
dimiDished at the present day. Against the productions 
of Pickwick, and of other works of amusement of which 
it was the prototype, Dr. Arnold thought himself bound 
seriously to contend among the boys of Enghy ; and 
twenty years later young men at the university talked 
nothing but Pickwick, and 'quoted nothing but Pickwick, 
and the wittiest of undergraduates set the world at large 
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an examination paper id Pielmnei, over which pretentious 
half-knonlcdgc may pnzzlc, unable aecnrat«1y to " describe 
the common Profeei-machine." or to fnrnieh & satisfactoiy 
definition of " a red-faced Ni Jon," No changee in man- 
ncn and cnstoms have interfered with the hold of the 
work npOD nearly all classes of readers at home ; and no 
translation Yam been dali enongh to prevent its being 
relished even in conntries where all English manners and 
costoms mast seem cqaally uninteresting or equally absarb. 
So extraordinary has been the popularity of this more 
than thrice fortmiate boot, that the wildest legends hare 
grown np as to the history of its origin. The facts, how- 
ever, as stated by Dickens himself, are few snd plain. Atr 
tracted by the snc^cas of the SkeUhes, Messrs. Chapman & 
Hall proposed to him that he should write "somcthin:^" 
in monthly nnmbers to serre as a vehicle for certain 
plat«8 to be executed by the comic draughtsman, Mr. R. 
Seymour; and either the publishers or the artist snggest- 
ed as a kind of leading notion, the idea of a " Nimrod 
Cinb " of unlocky sportamen. The proposition was at 
Dickens's suggestion so modified that the plates were "to 
arise naturally out of the text," the range of the latter be- 
ing left open to him. This explains why the rather artifidal 
machinery of a club was maintained, and why Mr. Winkle's 
misfortunes by flood and field hold their place by the side 
of the philanthropical meandorings of Mr. Pickwick and 
the amorous experiences of Mr. Tnpman. An original 
was speedily fonnd for the pictorial presentment of the 
hero of the book, and a felicitona name for liim soon sug- 
gested itself. Only a single number of the serial had ap- 
peared when Mr. Seymour's own hand put an end to his 
life. It is well known that among the applicants for the 
vacant office of iliostrator of the Pifkvnrk Paptn was 
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Thackeray — the senior of Dickens by a few moatba— 
whose style as a draughtsman wonld have been singularly 
nnsuited to the adventures and the gaiters of Mr. Pick- 
wick. Finally, in no altogether propitious hour for some 
of Dickens's books, Mr. Hablot Browne ("Phiz") was 
chosen as iilastrator. Some happy hits — such as the fig- 
nre of Mr. Micawber — apart, the iUastrations of Dickens 
by this artist, though often both imaginative and effective, 
are apt, on the one hand, to obscure the author's fidelity to 
nature, and on tbe other, to intensify his unreality. Oliver 
Twist, like the Sketches, was illustrated by George Cruik- 
fihank, a pencil humonrist of no common calibre, but as a 
rule ugly with the whole virtuous intention of his heart. 
Dickens himself was never so well satisfied with any illga- 
trator as with George Cattermole (alias " Kittenmolea "), a 
connection of bis by marriage, who co-operated with Hab- 
lot BrowDe in Master Humphrey's Clock; in his latest 
works be resorted to the aid of younger artists, whose 
reputation has since justified his confidence. The most 
congenial of the pictorial interpreters of Dickens, in his 
brightest and freshest humour, was his valued friend John 
Leech, whose services, together occasionally with those of 
Doyle, Frank Stone, and Tenniel, as well as of his faithful 
Stanfield and Maclise, he secured for bis Christmas books. 
The Pickwick Papers, of which the issue was completed 
by the end of 1837, brought in to Dickens a large sum of 
money, and after a time a handsome annual income. On 
tbe whole this has remained the most general favourite of 
all bis books. Yet it is not for this reason only that 
Pickwick defies criticism, but also because the circum- 
stances under which the book was begun and carried on 
make it preposterous to judge it by canons applicable to 
i\» author's subsequent fictions. As the serial proceeded, 
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2 interest which wbs to be divided between the ii 
tales, some of which have real merit, and the framework, 
was absorbed by the latter. The rise in the style of the 
book can almost bo measured by the change in the treat- 
ment of its chief character, Mr. Pickwick himself- In a 
later preface, Dickens endeavoured to iilostrate this change 
by the analogy of real life. The troth, of course, is that it 
was only as the author proceeded that he recognised the 
capabilities of the character, and bis own power of making 
it, and his book with it, truly lovable as well as laughable. 
Thus, on the very same page in which Mr. Pickwick proves 
himself a true gentleman in his leave-taking from Mr. 
NuDkins, there follows a little bit of the idyl between 
Sam and the pretty housemaid, written with a delicacy 
that could hardly have been suspected in the chronicler of 
the experiences of Miss Jemima Evans or of Mr. Augustus 
Cooper. In the subsequent part of the main narrative 
will be found exemplified nearly all the varieties of pathos 
of which Dickens was afterwards so repeatedly to prove 
himself master, more especially, of course, in those prison 
scenes for which some of our older novelists may have 
furnished him with hints. Even that subtle species of 
humour is not wanting which is content to miss its effect 
with the less attentive reader ; as in this passage concern- 
ing the ruined cobbler's confidences to Sam in the Fleet: 

"The cobbler paused to ascertain what effect his story had pro- 
duced OD Sam ; but Ending that he bad dropped asleep, knocked the 
aabes out of his pipe, 9(7/1^, put it down, drew the beilclothes over 
his head, and wi>tit to sleep too." 

Goldsmith himself could not have put more of pathos and 
more of irony into a single word. 

But it may seem oat of place to dwell upon details sucb 
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as this in viev of tbc broad and Dniversally acknowledged 
comic efi«cts of tbis masterpiece of English hntaoor. Its 
many genuinely comic cbaracters are as broadly marked 
as the heroes of the least rcSned of sporting novels, and as 
tme to nature as the most elaborate products of Addison's 
art The author's homonr is certainly not one which 
eschews airapje in fa^onr of subtle means, or which is 
averse from occasional desipienco in the form of the wild- 
est farce. Mrs. Leo Hunter's garden-party — or rather 
"public breakfast" — at The Den, Eatanswill; Mr. Pick- 
wick's nootnmal descent, through three gooseberry -bushes 
and a rose-tree, upon the virgin soil of Miss Tomkins's es- 
tablishment for young ladies ; the ^upplice iTun komme of 
Mr. Pott; Mr. Weller junior's lore-letter, with notes and 
comments by Mr. Weller senior, and Mr. Wellor senior's 
own letter of affliction written by somebody else; the 
footmen's " awarry " at Bath, and Mr. Boh Sawyer's bach- 
elors' party in the Borough — all these and many other 
scenes and pasaagea have in them Uiat jovial element of 
exaggeration which nobody mistakes and nobody resents. 
Whose duty is it to check the volubility of Mr. Alfred 
Jingle, or to weigh the heaviness, giiot librag, of the Fat 
Boy! Every one is conscioas of the fact that in the eon- 
t^ons high spirits of the author lies one of the chief 
charms of the book. Not, however, that the effect pro- 
duced is obtained without the assistance of a very vigilant 
art. Nowhere is this more apparent than in the character 
which is upon the whole the most brilliant of the many 
brilliant additions which the author made to his original 
group of personages. If there is nothing so humorous in 
the book as Sam Weller, neither is there in it anything 
more pathetic than the relation between him and his mas- 
ter. Aa for Sam Weller's style of speech, scant justice 
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was done to it by Mr. Pitkw'ick when he obserrod to Job 
Trotter, " My man is in the right, although his mode ol 
expreasing his opinion is som&nhat homely, and ocuisioii- 
alJy inoomprehcnaible." The fashion of Sam's gaomlc 
philosophy is at least as old as Theocritus;' but the spe- 
cial impress which he has given to it is his own, rudely 
foreshadowed, perhaps, in some of the apophthegms of his 
btber. Incidental Sam Wellerisms in Oliver Twist and 
Tfiekalctt Nickkhy show how endaring a hold the whim- 
Mai bncy had taken of its creator. For the rest, the 
fambness of the book continaes the sanae to the end ; and 
tetnciU as are some of the closing scenes — those, for in- 
rtsnce, in wbicb a cborus of coachmen attends the move- 
Bents of the elder Mr. Weller — there is even here no 
stnining after effect. An exception might perhaps be 
found in the catastrophe of the Shepherd, which is ooarse- 
ly contrived ; bat the fun of the character is in ilaelf nei- 
ther illegititnate nor unwholesome. It will be observed 
below that it is the constant harping on the samo string, 
the repeated pictnring of professional preachers of religion 
as gross and greasy scoundrels, which in the end becomes 
offensive in Dickens, 

Oa the whole, no hero has ever more appropriatcJy bid- 
den farewell to hia labours than Mr. Pickwick in the words 
which he uttered at the table of the ever-hospitable Mr. 
Wardle at the Adelphi. 

" ' I shall Dever regret,' aaid Mr. Pickwick, io a low voioe — ' I shall 
nerer regret bnviog doFoUid the greater part of two ycaia lu oiLung 
«ith different varieties and shades of human character; frivoluua as 



' See Idyll, xv. It. This discoverj is not my own, but that of tho 
late Dr. DanuldBon, who used to troaslale the passage nccordiligl; 
with great pisto. 
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my pursuit of novelty may appear to manj. Nearly the nliola of my 
preyioaa lite having been devoted to business and the pursuit of 
wealtb, nuEoerouB sccDea of nhicb I had bo previous conceptioD have 
dawoed upon me — I hope to the enlargement of mj miud, and to the 
improvement of mj understanding. If I have done but little good, 
I trust I have done leas harm, and that none of mj adventures will 
be other than a source of amusiog and pleasant recollection to me in 
the decline of life. Ood bless you alL' " 



Of couTse Ur. Pickwick " filled and drained a bainper " 
to tbe sentiment. Indeed, it " snoweth " in thU book " of 

meat and drink." Wine, ale, and brandy abound there, 
and viands to which ample justice is invariably done- 
even under Mr. Tupman's hear-trending circumstances at 
the (now, alaa 1 degenerate) Leather Bottle. Something 
of this is due to the times in which the work was com- 
posed, and to the class of readers for which we may sup- 
pose it in the first instance to have been intended ; bnt 
Dickens, though a temperate man, loved the paraphernalia 
of good cheer, besides cherishing the associations which 
are inseparable from it. At the same time, there ia a lit- 
tle too mach of it in the Pickwick Papers, however well 
its presence may consort with the geniality which per- 
vades them. It is difficult to turn any page of the book 
without chancing on one of those supremely felicitous 
phrases in the ready mintage of which Dickens at all 
times excelled. But its chief attraction lies in the spirit 
of the whole — that spirit of true humour which calls forth 
at once merriment, good-will, and charity. 

In the year 1836, which the commencement of the Pick- 
wich Papers has made memorable in the history of English 
literature, Dickens was already in the full tide of author- 
ship. In Febrnary, 1837, the second number of Bentley"* 
Miacellany, a new monthly magazine which he had under- 
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taken to edit, contained the opening chapters of bis story 
of Oliver Tmst. Shortly before this, in September and 
December, 1836, he had essayed two of the least ambitions 
branches of dramatic authorship. The acting of Harley, 
an admirable dry comedian, gave some vitality to 7%« 
Slranffe Qentleman, a " comic burletta," or farce, 
acts, founded upon the tale in the Skelcka called The 
Great Winglebury Duel. It ran for seventy nights at 
Dmry Lane, aud, in its author's opinion, was "the beat 
thing Harley did." But the adaptation baa no special feat- 
ure distinguishing it from the original, unless it be the ef' 
fecUve bustle of the opening. The Village Coquettes, an 
operetta represented at the St. James's Theatre, with mn- 
nc by Hullah, was an equally unpretending effort In 
this piece Harley took one part, that of " a very small 
r with a very lai^e circle of intimate friends," and 
|«hn Parry made his debut on the London atage in an- 
To quote any of the songs in this operetta would 
B very nnfair to Dickens.' He was not at all depressed 
y the unfavourable criticisms which were passed upon his 
Ibretto, and against which he had to set the round decla- 
ion of Braham, that there had been "no such music 
ince the days of Shiel, and no such piece since The Du- 
As time went on, however, he became anything 
jeDt prond of his juvenile productions as a dramatist, and 
rongly objected to their revival. His third and last ath 
tempt of this kind, a farce called The LampUghler, which 
^e wrote for Covent Garden in 1838, was never acted, hav 
; been withdrawn by Macread^'s wish; and in 1841 
Dickens converted it into a atory printed among the Pio- 
' For operas, aa a form of dramatic entertainment, Diokens 
Ui have entertained a strong coiilcmpt, suul 
ll difflcolt for anj man nitb a eensL of humour wholly to aroid. 
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Fine Papers, a ooJlection psneroualy edited by him for tfae 

1 benciit of the widow and children uf k publisher towards 
* vliom be bad little cause for personal gmtitnde. His 
friendship for Hacready kept alive in hitn for some time 
the desire to write n comedy worthy of aa distiDguished 
an actor; and, aocordin^ to liis wont, he had even chosen 
beforehand for the piece a nnmc which ho was not to for- 
get — ^o Thoroughfare. But the genius of the age, aa 
influence which is often stronger than personal wishes or 
inclinatioos, diverted him from dramatic compoution. He^ 
would bave been equally unwilling to see mentioned amoa^ 
his literary wo.-ks the Life of Grimaldt, which he n 
edited, and which must be numbered among fot^tteo ii 
moriuls of forgotten greatneas. 

To the earlier part of 18S8 belong one or two othi 
publications, which their author never cared to repriatS 
The first of these, however, a short pamphlet entilii 
Sunday under Three Heads, is not without a certain t 
graphical interest. This little book was written witLim 
mediate refereoee to a hill "for the better observance ol'M 
the Sabbath," which the House of Cominons bad reoentlj'l 
thrown out by a small majority ; and its special purpoMl 
was the advocacy of Snnday excursions, and harmless Baa- M 
day amusements, in lieu of the alternate gloom aod drui^ J 
enness distinguishing what Dickens called a London iSu»- J 
day aa il is. His own love of fresh air and brightness in- 1 
tensified his hatred of a formalism which shuts its e 
argument. In the powerful picture of a Sunday evening 1 
in London, "gloomy, close, and state," which he afterwards I 
drew in Zitlle Dorrit, he almost seeins to bold Sabbatait .1 
anism and the weather responsible for one another. When 3 
be afterwards saw a Parisian Sunday, be thought it " not ] 
comfortable," «o that, like others who hate bigotry, be may 'I 
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pwhaps h»re coioe to reco^ise Um difficulty of amti^ 
ti^ aa En^ish Sundg/f a» il might be matie. Oil iho oth- 
er hand, he may have remembeivd ku youthful fancy of 
the good dergrmaa eucouraging a game of cricket after 
chorcb, when thirty years later, writing from Edinburgh, 
be playfully pictured the connterpait of Suudai/ aa Sab- 
bath bills teoald have il: describing how " the usual prep- 
aratiou3 are making for the band in the open »ir in the 
afternoon, and the usnal pretty children (selected for that 
purpose) are at this moment hau^^ing garlands round the 
Scott monament preparatory to the innocent Sunday danoe 
id that edifice with whi-ch the diverHioos iavariably 
The S&elchea of Youitff Otntkmtn, published in 
siuoe year, are little if &i all in advanee of the earlier 
itehee bif £02, and were evidoutiv written to order. He 
ted them in precisely a fortnight, and uijted in hia 
that " one hundred and twenty-l^ve pounds for such 
book, withoat any name to it, is pretty well." The 
\lehe» of Young Coaplts, which followed ae late as 
<Q, have the advantage of a facetious introduction, au^ 
ited by her Majesty's own annonncement of her ap* 
proaching marriage. But the life has long gone out of 
these pleasantries, as it has from others of the same cast, 
in which many a mirthful spirit, forced to cola its mirth 
into money, has ere now spent itself. 

It was the bettor fortune of Dickens to bo able alraoit 
from the first to keep nearly all his writings on a leval 
with his powers. He never made a bolder step forwards 
than when, in the very midst of the production of Pick- 
wiek, he began his first long continuous story, the Advent- 
ure* of Oliver Twinl. Those who have looked at tlw 
US. of thia famous novel will remember the rigour of the 
handwriting, and how few, in comparison with hia lattr 
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MSS., arc the additione and obliterations which it exhibits. 
But here and there the writing shows traces of excite- 
ment; for the author's heart was in his work, and much 
of it, contrary to his later hahit, was written at night 
No doubt he was upheld in the labour of authorship by 
something besides ambition and consciousness of strength. 
Oliver Twist was certainly written with a purpose, and 
vitb one that was afterwards avowed. The author in- 
tended to put before his readers — " so long as their speech 
did not oSend the ear" — a picture of "dregs of life," 
hitherto, as he believed, never exhibited by any novelist 
in their loathsome reality. Yet the old masters of fic- 
tion, Fielding in particular, as well as the old master of 
the brush whom Dickens cites (Hogarth), had not shrank 
from the path which their disciple now essayed. Dickens, 
however, was naturally thinking of Lis own generation, 
which had already relished Paul Clifford, and which was 
not to be debarred from exciting itself over Jack Shep- 
pard, begun before Oliver Twitt had been completed, and 
in the self-same magazine. Dickens's purpose was an hon- 
est and a praiseworthy one. But the most powerful and 
at the same time the moat lovable element in his genius 
snggested the silver lining to the cloud. To that unfail- 
ing power of sympathy which was the mainspring of both 
his most affecting and his most humorous touches, we owe 
the redeeming features in bis company of criminals ; not 
only the devotion and the heroism of Nancy, but the ir- 
resistible vivacity of the Artful Dodger, and the good-hu- 
mour of Charley Bates, which moved Talfouid to "plead 
as earnestly in mitigation of judgment" against him as 
ever he had done " at the bar for any client he most re- 
spected." Other parts of the story were less carefully 
tempered. Mr. Fang, the police - magistrate, appears to 
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have been a rather hasty portrait of a living origiaal ; and 
the whole picture of Bumble and Bumbledom was cer- 
tainly a caricature of the working of the now Poor-law, 
coafoondiDg the question of its merits and demerits with 
that of its occasional mal administration. Od the other 
band, a vein of truest pathos runs through tho whole of 
IDT Nancy's story, and adds to the eSect of a marTol- 
isly powerful catastrophe. From Nancy's interview with 
at London Bridge to tlie closing scenes — the flight of 
Bikes, his death at Jacob's Island, and the end of the Jew — 
the action has an intensity rare in the literature of tha 
terrible. By the side of this genuine tragic force, which 
perhaps it would bo easiest to parallel from some of the 
"low" domestic tragedy of the Elizabethans, the aatbor'B 
comic humour burst forth upon the world in a variety of 
itirely new types: Bumble and his partner; Noah Clay- 
ile, complete in himself, but full of promise for Uriah 
ip ; and the Jew, with all the pupils and supporters of 
establishment of technical education. Undeniably the 
iry of Oliver Twist also contains much that is artificial 
id stilted, with much that is weak and (the author of 
'ymioB is to be thanked for the word) " guahy." Thus, 
the Maylie scenes, down to the last in which Oliver dia- 
itly" glides" away from the lovers, are barely endura- 
Bnt, whatever its shortcomings, Oliver Twist remains 
almost unique example of a young author's brilliant 
locesB in an enterprise of complete novelty and eitremo 
lenity. Some of its situations continue to exercise tlieir 
even over readers already familiarly acquainted with 
lem ; and some of its characters will live by the side of 
[ens's happiest and most finisbed creations. Even hod 
sapient critic been right who declared, during the prog- 
of the story, that Mr. Dickens appeared to have worked 
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out "tbe parttcnlar vdn of fanmonr which, had hitherto 
yielded bo much attractive metal," it woolii have beeo 
worked out to some purpose. After making his readers 
merry with Pidcwiek, he had thrilled them with Oliver 
TwUi; and by the one boolc as by the other be had made 
them think better of mankind. 

But neither had his vein been worked out, nor was his 
hand content with a single task. In April, 1838, several 
months before the completion of Oliv^ TteUt, the first 
nninker of Nieholat Micklehy appeared ; and while en- 
gaged upon the compositioit of theae books he contributed 
to Bentley'i Miitsllany, of which he retained the editor- 
ship till the early part of 1839, several smaller artiele^ 
Of these, the Mud/og Paper* have been recently thooght 
worth reprinting ; but even supposing the satire againat 
tbe Association for the Advancement of Everything to 
hare not yet altogether lost its savour, the fun of the d&y 
before yesterday refuses to be revived. JVkkolaa Nieicle- 
bg, published in twenty numbers, was the labour of many 
months, hnt was produced under so great a press of work 
that during the whole time of publication Dickens was 
never a single number in advance. Yet, though not one 
of the moat perfect of his books, it is indisputably one of 
the moat thoronghly original, and signally illustrates the 
absurdity of recent attempts to draw a distinction between 
the imaginative romance of the past and the realistic novel 
of the present. Dickens was never so strong as when he 
produced from the real ; and in this instance— starting, 
no doubt, with a healthy prejudice — so carefully had he 
inspected the neighbourhood of tbe Yorkshire schools, of 
which Dotheboys Hall was to be held up as the infamous 
type, that there seems to be no difiiculty in identifying 
the ate of the rery school itself; while the Portsmouth 
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Theatn is to the fall as nccutatc a stndj as the Yoricshire 
Bcbool. So, agsiii, as eyecy one knows, the Brothers Chee- 
ryhle were real personages well known iit Manchester,' 
■where even tho original of Tim Linkinwster atill surTivea 
in loGirl remembraiice. On tbe other hand, with how coor 
«cioaa a. strength has the aatbor's imaginative power used 
kud transmuted his mat«rials : in the Sqaecrs family cieat- 
ing a group of inimitable grotesqtteness; in their hamblest 
victim Smikc giving one of his earliest pictorea of those 
oatcasts whom he drew agnin and again with such infinite 
tenderness ; and in Mr. Vincent Gmmmles and his coto- 
pany, including the Phenomenon, establishing a jest, but 
a kindly one, for all times I In a third scries of episodes 
in this booh, it is universally agreed that the author haa 
BO less conspicuously failed- Dickens's first attempt to 
pictare the manners and customs of tho aristocracy cep- 
tainly resulted in portraying some very peculiar people. 
Lord Frederick Verisopht, indeed — who is allowed to re- 
deem his character in the end — is not without tonchea 
resembling nature. 

" ' I lake an interest, my lord,' Raid Mrs. Wititterlj, with a faint 
Bmile, 'suish an interost in the drama.' 

" ■ Ye^es. It's very interaating,'' replied Lord Frederick. 

"Tin ahr«y3 ill after Shakspeare,' said Mrs, Wititterly. '1 
■carcel]!' exist the next day. I find the reaction bo very great after 
a tragedy, my lord, and Shnkspeara is such a deUoious creature.' 

" ' Te.es,' replied Lord Frederick. ' He was a clayver man.' " 

But Sir Mnlberry Hawk is a kind of scoundrel not fre- 
quently met with in polite society ; his henchmen Pluck 
and Pyke have the air of " followers of Don John," and 

' W. & D. Grant Brothers had their ffarehouse at the lower end of 
Oannen Slreet, and their privale hovse in Muselj Street. 
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the enjoyments of the " trainers of young n 
gentlemen " at Hampton races, together with the riotous, 
debaucli wliicli precedes the catastrophe, seem taken direct 
from the transpontine stage. The fact is that Dickens 
was here content to draw his vile seducers and wicked 
oi^es jnat as commonplace writers had drawn them a 
thousand times before, and will draw them a thousand 
times again. Much of the hero's talk is of the same con- 
ventional kind. On the otiier hand, nothing could be 
more genuine than the flow of fun in this book, which 
finds ita ootlet in the most unexpected channeis, but no- 
where so resistlessly as in the invertebrate talk of Mrs. 
Nickleby. For her Forster discovered a literary proto- 
type in a character of Miss Anstcn's; but even if Mrs. 
Nickleby was founded on Miss Bates, in Emma, she left 
her original far behind. Miss Bates, indeed, is verbose, 
roundabont, and parenthetic ; but the widow never devi- 
ates into coherence. 

N'ickolas Nieklebi/ shows the comic genius of its author 
in full activity, and should be read with something of the 
bnoyancy of spirit in which it was written, and not with, 
a callousness capable of seeing in so amusing a scamp as 
Mr. Mantaliui one of Dickens's " monstrous failures." At 
the same time this book displays the desire of the author 
to monld his manner on the old models. The very title 
has a savour of Smollett about it; the style has more than 
one reminiscence of him, as well as of Fielding and of Gold- 
smith ; and the genera! method of the narrative resembles 
that of our old novelists and their Spanish and French 
predecessors. Partly for this reason, and partly, no doubt, 
because of the rapidity with which the story was written, 
its construction is weaker than is nsual even with Dick* 
vis's earlier works. Coincidences are repeatedly employed 
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to belp on tbe action ; and tho dittodment, wbicb, besides 
turning Mr. Squeers into a tbief, reveals Ralpb Nicklcby 
as the father of Smike, is oppressively complete. As to 
the practical aim of the novel, the author's word must be 
taken for the fact that " Mr. Saucers and bis Ecbool were 
faint and feeble pictnres of an etiating reality, purposely 
sabdQed and kept donn lest they should be deemed im- 
possible." The exposure, no doubt, did good in its way, 
though perhaps Mr. Squeers, in a more or leas modified 
form, has proved a toogber adversary to overcome tluQ 
Mrs. Gamp, 

During these years Dickens was chiefly resident in the 
modest locality of Doughty Street, whither he liad moved 
his hoasehold from tbe "three rooms," "three storeys 
higb," in Fumival's Inn, early in 1837. It was not till 
the end of 1839 thai be took op his abode, further west, 
in a bouse wbicb he came to like best among all bia I/m- 
don habitations, in Devonshire Terrace, Regent's Pai-lc 
His town life was, however, varied by long rustications a't 
Twickenham and at Petersham, and by sojonni* at the wa- 
side, of which be was a most consistent votary. He is 
found in various jears of bis life at Ttrjgbton, Dover, and 
BoDchurch — where he liked Lis neighbours belter than 
he liked tbe climate ; and in later years, when be had 
grown accustomed to tbe Contiuent, be repeatedly do- 
mesticated himself at Boulogne. But already in 1837 
be bad discovered tbe little aea-eidc village, as It tticn wiu, 
which for many yean afterwards became bis favourite 
holiday retreat, and of which be would be the gerdut loci, 
even if he had not by a special deseription immortali«cd 
Out Engli»h Walering-place. Broadstain*^ whose after- 
noon tranquillity even to this day is undiiturbed except 
tbe Ethiopians on their tramp from Margate to 1 
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gate— ttnd its constant visitor, sro thns described in a let- 
ter written to nn Americiui friend in 1843: "This is a 
little fisliing-place; ioteDsdy quiet ; built on a cliS, wbere- 
gn — in the centre of a tiiij semicircular bay — our bouse 
stands ; the sea rolling and dasbing andcr the wiDdow& 
Seven miles out aTe tbe Goodwin Sands (joa've beard of 
tbe Goodwin Sandal), whence floating lights perpetually 
wink after dark, as if they were carrying on intrigues 
wttk the servants. Also there is a big tigbt-housc called 
the North Foreland on a bill beyond the village, a severe 
parsonic light, which reproves the young and giddy float- 
ers, and stares grimly out upon the sea. Under the cliff 
are rare good sands, where all tlie cbiJdren assemble every 
tDoming and throw up impossible fortifications, wliicb the 
sea throws down again at high-water. Old gentlemen and 
ancient ladies flirt after their own manner in two reading- 
rooms and on a great many scattered seats in the open air. 
Other old gentlemen look all day through telescopes and 
never see anything. In a bay-window in a one-pair sits, 
from nine o'clock to one, a gentleman with rather long 
hair and no neckcloth, who writes and grins as if ha 
thought he were very funny indeed. His name is Boa." 

Not a few bonses at Broadstaira may boast of havii^ 
been at one time or another inhabited by him and his. 
Of the long-desired Fort House, however, which local 
perversenesa triumphantly points out as the original of 
Bleak House (no part even of Bleak House was written 
there, though part of David Copperfield was), be could not 
obtain poasesstou till 1850. As like Bleak House as it is 
like Chesney Wold, it stauds at the very highest end of 
the place, looking straight out to sea, over the little har- 
bour and its two colliers, with a pleasant stretch of com- 
fidda leading along the cUS towards the light-house which 
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IMckstis promised Lord Carlisle should serve him >s a 
nightrli^t. But in 1637 Dickens was content tvitfa nar* 
rower qnartera. The " long anoall procession of sons " and 
daughters had as yet only begun with the birth of his el- 
dest boy. His life was simple and full of work, aiid occ»< 
sionai sea-side or country quarters, and now and then a 
brief holiday tour, afforded the necessary refreshment of 
chxDge. In IS3T he made his first shoK trip abroad,atid 
in the following year, accompanied by Mr, Hablot Browne, 
be spent a week of enjoyment in Warwickshire, notii^ 
in his Jiejnembraneer : "Stratford; Shakspoare; the bJrt^ 
place ; visitora, scribblers, old woman (qnery whether she 
knows what Shakspeare did), etc." Meanwhile, anrang 
his truest home enjoyments were hia friendships. Tbey 
were few in number, mostly with men for whom, after ho 
had oncQ taken them into his heart, he preserved a life-long 
regard. Chief of all these were John Forster and Daniel 
Maclise, the high-minded painter, to whom we owe a charm- 
ing portrait of his friend in this youthful period of his 
life. Losing them, he afterwards wrote when absent from 
England, was " like losing my arms and leg^ and dull and 
tame I am without you." Besides these, he was at iJiia 
time on very friendly terms with William Harrison Ains- 
worth, who succeeded him in the editorship of tlie Miseetr 
lanty, and eonoeming whom he esclaimod in his £emem- 
hroMcer: "Aiusworth has a fine heart," At the close of 
18S8, Dickens, Aiusworth, and Forster constituted them* 
aelvea a club called tlie Trio, and afterwards the Cerberus. 
Another name frequent in the Semembranver entries ia 
that of Talfourd, a generous friend, in whom, as Dickens 
finely said after his death, " the success of other men mads 
as little change as his own." All these, together with 
Stasfield, the Loodseers, Douglas Jerrold, Macready, md 



others less tnown to fame, were among the friends and as- 
Bociates of Dlctcns'a prime. The letters, too, renmining 
from this part of Dickens's life, hare all the same tone of 
DnafFectcd fraukneas. With some of his intimate friends 
he had his established epistolary jokes. Stanfield, the great 
marine painter, he pertinaciously treated as a " very salt " 
correspondent, communicatioDs to whom, as to a " block- 
reeving, main -brace -splicing, lead-heaving, ship - conning, 
stun'sail-bending, deck-swabbing son of a sea-cook," needed 
garnishing with the obscurest technicalities and strangest 
oaths of his element (It is tonching to tarn from these 
friendly biiffoon erics to a letter written by Dickens many 
years afterward — in 1 887 — and mentioning a visit to " poor 
dear Stanfield," when " it was clear that the shadow of the 
end had fallen on him. ... It happened well that I had 
seen, on a wild day at Tynemouth, a remarkable sea eSect, 
of which I wrote a description to him, and he had kept it 
under his pillow.") Macready, after his retirement from 
the stage, is bantered on the score of his juvenility with a 
pertinacity of fun recalling similar whimsicalities of Charles 
Iiamb's ; or the jest is changed, and the great London actor 
in his rnral retreat is depicted in the character of a coun- 
try gentleman strange to the wicked ways of the town. 
As in the case of many delightful letter- writers, the charm 
of Dickens as a correspondent vanishes so soon as he be- 
comes self-eon scions. Even in his letters to Lady Bless- 
ington and Mrs. Watson, a striving after effect is at times 
perceptible ; the homage rendered to Lord John Russell is 
not offered with a light hand ; on the contrary, when writ- 
ing to Douglas Jerrold, Dickens is occasionally so intent 
npon proving himself a sound Radical that his vehemence 
all but passes into a shriek. 

In these early years, at all events, Dickens was happy in 
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tbe society of his chosen friends. Ilis favourite amuBA'. 1 
meets were a country walk or ride with ForBt«r, or a din- ' 
ner at Jack Straw's Castle with him and Maclisc lie w: 
likewise happy at home. Here, however, in tho very i 
nermost circle of hia aSectiona, be had to suffer the first 
great personal grief of his life. His yoonger sister-in-law, 
Miss Mary Hogarth, had accompanied him and his wife 
into their new abode in Doughty Street, and here, in May, 
1837, she died, at the early age of seventoea. No sorrow 
seems ever to have touched the heart and posaeasod the 
imagination of Charles Dickens like that for the loss of 
this dearly-loved girl, " young, beautiful, and good." "I 
can solemnly say," ho wrote to her mother a few months 
after her death, " that, waking or sleeping, I have never 
lost the recollection of our hard trial and sorrow, and I 
feel that I never shall," " If," ran part of his first entry 
in the Diary which he began on the first day of the fol- 
lowing year, " she were with ua now, the same winning, 
happy, amiable companion, sympathising with all my 
thoughts and feelings more than any one I knew ever did 
or will, I think I should have nothing to wish for but a 
eontinaance of such happiness. But she is gone, and pray 
I may one day, through his mercy, rejoin her." It 
not till, in after years, it became necessary to abandon 
the project, that he ceased to cherish the intention of be- 
ing buried by her side, and through life the memory of 
her haunted him with strange vividness. At the Niagara 
Falls, when the spectacle of Nature in her glory had pro- 
Inced in him, as he describee it, a wondronsly tranquil and 
of mind, he longed for the presence of his 
learest friends, and " I was going to add, what would I 
if the dear girl, whose ashes lie in Kenaal Green, had 
Bred to come so far along with us ; but she has been here 
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amaj times, I doabt not, since Iter fiw«et face faded from 
my earthiy HgfaL" "After she died," he wrote to her 
mother in May, 1843, "I dreamed of ber every night for 
many weets, «iid aiwsya with a kind of qaiet happiness, 
which became m pleasant to me that I never lay down at 
night without a hope of the vision coming hack in one 
diape or other. And so it did." Once he dreamt of ber, 
wbea travelling in Yorkshire; and tJien, after an inteml 
of many months, as he lay asleep one night at Genoa, it 
seemed to him as if her spirit visited him and spoke to 
him in words which he ftfterwards ppecisely remembered, 
when he had awaked, with tho tears running down his 
face. He nev^r foi^ot her, and in the year before he died 
he wrote to his friend : " She is so mach in my thou^ts 
at all times, e^iccialiy when I am successful and have 
greatly prospered in anything, that the recollection of her 
is an essential part of my being, and is as inseparable from 
my existence as the beating of my heart is 1" Id a vord, 
Ae was the object of the one great imaginative passion of 
liis life. Many have denied that there is any likeness to 
nature in the fictitious tigure iu which, according to the 
wont of imaginative workers, he was irresislibly impelled 
to embody the sentiment with which she inspired him ; but 
tiie eentimeat itself became part of his nature, and part 
of his history. When in writing the Old Curiosity Shop 
he approached the death of Little Nell, he shrunk from. 
^ita task : " Dear Mary died yesterday, when I think of 
tMa sad story." 

The Old Curiodtg Shop has long been freed from the 
encumbranoes which originally surrounded it, and there 
is little except biographical interest in the half-forgotten 
hiatory of Maattr Humpiirey'a Clock. Early in the year 
1840, his saocess and confidence in his powers induced 
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Mm to DtHi«Tt&kc an Ulnetratcd weekly joarnal, in whioli 
be depended solely on bis own name, and, in tliu fint 
iastanoe, on bis own cSorts, ss » writer. Siinit whs his 
tmat in fais Tersatility that he did not think it iiMORBiuy 
even to open with a continuoas &ton'. Perhaps ihc popu- 
larity of the Fictwict Papers encouraged him to adopt 
the time^onoared device o-f wrapping np several t&k'B in 
one. In any case, his framework was in the present in* 
stance too elaborate to take hold of the pnblio otind, wlulo 
tiie characters introdaced into it possessed little or notli* 
ing of the freshness of tbeir models in the Taller and tho 
Spectator. In order to re-enforce Muster Iliniijibroy, the 
deat gentleman, and the other original members of liift 
benevolent conclave, be hereupon resorted to a natural, but 
none the less unhappy, expedient. Mr. Pickwick wim n> 
▼ivcd, together with Sam Weller and his piiront ; and u 
"Weller of the third generation was brought on tlio Htage 
in the person of u precociouB four-year-old, " standing 
with hia little legs very wide apart as if the top-boota 
were familiar to them, and actually winking npon the 
hoDse-keeper with his infant eye, in imitation of his grand- 
father." A laugh may have been niised at the time by 
ttiis attempt, from which, however, every true Piokwiokian 
have turned sadly away. Nor wan tboro much in 
the other contents of these early numhors to muko up 
for the disappointment. As, therefore, noitbor " Mastor 
Humphrey's Clock " nor " Mr. Weller'a Watch " soeuwd 
to promise any lasting success, it was prudently doti>r- 
'nined that the story of the Old Curionty Shop, of 
'frbicb the first portion had appeared in the fourth num- 
ber of the periodical, should run on (sontinuously ; and 
when this had been finished, a very short "link 
floed to introduce another story, Samabj/ Bttdgt, will 
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the close of whicli Master Humphrey's Clock likewise | 
stopped. 

In the Old Curiosity Shop, though it abounds in both I 
grotesquely terrible and boisterously laughable effects, the J 
key-note is that of an idyllic pathos. The aenao of this | 
takes bold of the reader at the very outset, as he lingen J 
over the picture, with which the first chapter concludes, J 
of little Nell aaleep through the solitary night in the ca- 
riosity-dealer's warehouse. It retains possession of him as 
he accompauies the inuoceat heroine throagh her wander- 
ings, pausing with her in the church-yard where all is 
<|uiet save the cawing of the satirical rooks, or in the 
«hool - master's cottage by the open window, through 
nhich is borne upon the evening air the distant hum of | 
the boys at play upon the green, while the poor school- 
master holds in his hand the small cold one of the littlO' | 
scholar that has fallen aaleep, Nor is it absent to tbfl I 
last when Nell herself lies at rest in her little bed. " Her I 
little bird — a poor slight thing the pressure of a Snger I 
would have crushed — was stirring nimbly in its cage ; and [ 
the strong heart of its child -mi stress was mute and mo- ] 
tionless forever." The hand which drew Little Nell i 
afterwards formed other figures not less affecting, bat i 
none so essentially poetic. Like many such characters, , 
this requires, for its full appreciation, a certain tension of 
the mind ; and those who will not, or cannot, pass in i 
some measure out of themselves, will be likely to tire of 
the conception, or to declare its execution artificial, 
rionsly enough, not only was Little Nell a favourite of 
Landor, a poet and critic utterly averse from meretricioiia 
art, hut she also deeply moved the sympathy of Lord Jef- 
frey, who at least knew his own mind, and spoke it in 
both praise and blame. As already stated, Dickens only ' 
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■with difficulty brought bimself to carry his story to it« 
actual issue, though it is hard to beiievo that ho could 
ever have intended a different close from that which he 



in the story, nor could 
B of an ordinary happy 



flowed in a pleosantcr 
op, and nowhere has it 



gave to it Ilia whole heart v 
he have consoled hiraaelf by nn 
ending. 

Dickens's comic hnmour nci 
vein than in the Old Curiog'tty 
a more exquisite element of pnthoa in it. The shock- 
headed, red-checked Kit is oqc of the earliest of those ud- 
gainly figures who speedily find their way into our affec- 
tions — the odd family to which Mr. Toots, Tom Pinch, 
Tommy Traddles, and Joe Gai^ery alike belong. But 
the triumph of this serio-comic form of art in the Old 
Curionly Shop is to be found in the later experiences of 
Pick Swiveller, who seems at first merely a more engag- 
ing sample of the Bob Sawyer species, but who endn by 
endearing himself to the most thoughtless laugher. Dick 
Swiveller and his prot^g^e have gained a liisling place 
among the favourite charactera of English fiction, and the 
privations of the Marchioness have possibly had a resalt 
which would have been that most coveted by Dickens — 
that of helping towards the better treatment of a claw 
whose lot is among the dust and ashes, too often very 
bitter ashes, of many households. Besides these, the 
story contains a variety of incidental characters of a ctaas 
which Dickens never grew weary of drawing from the 
life. Messrs, Codlin, Short, and Company, and the rest 
of the itinerant showinen, seem to have come straighi 
from the moat real of conntry fairs; and if over a troupt 
of comedians deserved pity on their wanderings through k 
callous world, it was the most diverting and the most dia- 
mal of all the mountebanks that gathered round the vtem 
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of tripe in the kitchen of The Jolly aandboyi—Jeny'* 
performing dogs. 

"'Tour people don't uauaily iravel in chirectcr, do thejP'anid 
Short, piwiitiDg to the dresses of the dogs, ' It maat come expensive 
U they do.' 

" ' No,' replied Jerrj — ' no, it'a not the cuatom with us. But we've 
been plafiog a, littic on the road txMlay, and we come oat with a new 
wardrobe at the raeee, ea I didn't think it worth while to stop to on- 
dresa. Down, Pedro !' " 

In addition to these public sorvftnts we have a purveyor 
of diversion — or instraction — of an altogether different 
stamp. "Does the caravan look as if it know'd em!'' 
indignantly demands the proprietress of Jarley's wax-work, 
when asked whether she ia acijuainted with the men of 
the Punch show. She too is drawn, or moulded, in the 
author's moat exuberant style of fun, together with her 
company, in which " all the gentlemen were very pigeon- 
breasted and very blue about the beards, and all the ladies 
were miracnlauB figures; and all the ladies and all the 
gentlemen were looking intensely nowhere, and staring 
with extraordinary earnestnesB at nothing." 

In contrast with these genial products of observation 
and humour stand the grotesqaely hideous personages 
who play important parts in the machinery of the story, 
the vicious dwarf Quilp and the monstrous virago Sally 
Brass. The former is among the moat succcasful attempts 
of Dickens in a direction which was full of danger for 
him, as it is for all writers ; the malevolent little demon is 
BO blended with his surroundings — the description of 
which forms odc of the author's most telling pictures of 
the lonely foulnesses of the river-side — that bis life seems 
natural in its nay, and his death a most appropriate end- 
ing to it Bally Brass, "whose accomplishments were all 
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of a masculme and strictly legal kind," is Icm of a carica^ 
ture, aad not withont a bumorously redeeming point of 
feminine weakness ; yet the end of facr and her brother U 
described at tbc close of tbe book nilh almost tragic ear- 
nestness. On the whole, though the poetic sympathy of 
Dickens when he wrote tliia book was absorbed in tho 
character of his heroine, yet his genias rarely asaerted it- 
self after a more diversified fashion. 

Of Bamaby Mudpe, though in my opinion an excellent 
book after its kind, I may speak more briefly. With the 
exception of A Tale of Tieo Cilia, it was Dickens's only 
attempt in the historical novel. In the earlier work tbe 
relation between the foreground and background of the 
story is skilfully contrived, and the colouring of tho wholo, 
without any elaborate attempt at accurate fidelity, has a 
generally trne and harmonious eSect. With tbc help of 
her portrait by a painter (Mr. Frith) for whose pictures 
Dickens Lad a great liking, Dolly Vnrdun has justly taken 
hold of the popular fancy as a charming typo of a pretty 
girl of a century ago. And some of the local dcscriptiona 
in the early part of the book are hardly less pleasing : tbc 
Temple in summer, as it was before tho charm of Fountain 
Court was destroyed by its guardians ; and the pioturosquc 
comforts of the Maypole Inn, described beforehand, by way 
of contrast to the desecration of its central sanctuary. The 
intrigue of the story is fairly interesting in itself, and tho 
gentlemanly villain who plays a principal part in it, though, 
as nanal, over -elaborated, is drawn with more skill than 
Dickens usually displays in such characters. After tho 
main interest of the book has passed to the historical ac- 
tion of the George Gordon riota, the story still retains its 
coherence, and, a few minor improbabilities apart, is suo> 
cessfullj conducted to its close- No historical novel cod 
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■Itogether avoid the banalities of the species ; and though 
DickcDs, like all the world. Lad his laugh at the late Mr. 
G. P. R. James, he 18 constrained to introduce the histori- 
cal hero of the talc, with his confidential adviser, and his 
attendant, in the familiar guise of three horsemen. As for 
Lord George Gordon himself, and the riots of which the 
responsibility remains inseparable from bis unhappy mem- 
ory, the representation of tbem in the novel sufiiciontjy ac- 
cords both with poetic probability and with historical fact. 
The poor lord's evil genius, indeed, Gashford — who has no 
historical original — tries the reader's sense of verisimilitude 
rather hard ; sueh converts arc uncommon except among 
approvers. The Protestant hangman, on the other hand, 
has some slight historical warranty ; but the leading part 
which he is made to play in the riots, and his resolution to 
go any lengths " in sopport of the great Protestant princi- 
ple of hanging," overshoot the mark. It cannot be said 
that there is any substantial exaggeration in the descrip- 
tion of the riots ; thus, the burning of the great distiller's 
house in Holbom is a well-authenticated fact ; and there 
is abundant vigour in the narrative. Repetition is un- 
avoidable in treating sach a theme, but in Barnaby Rudge 
it is not rendered less endurable by mannerism, nor puffed 
ont with rhetoric. 

One very famous character in this story was, as person- 
ages in historical novels often are, made np out of two 
originals.' This was Grip the Raven, who, after seeing 

' As there is hardly a character in the wbole world of fiction and 
the dramn without some sort of a titerar; predecessor, so Diolcens 
jna; have derived the first notion of Grip from the raven Ralpho — 
likewise the property of an idiot — who frightened Roderick Rnndom 
and Strap out of their wits, and into the belief that be was ibe per- 
BODii£«> Grip BO peietsteoll; declared himself to be. 
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the idiot hero of the tale safe throngh hia adventures, r«- 
SDmed bis addresses on the sabject of the kettle to the 
horses in the Btable ; and who, " as be was a mere infant 
when Bamaby was gjay, haa very probably gone on talk- 
ing to the present time." In a later preface to Bamaby 
Sitdffe, Dickens, with infinite bniuonr, related his eij^n- 
encea of the two originals in question, and how he had 
been ravenless since the mournful death before the kitclico 
fire of the second of the pair, the Grip of actual life. Thift 
occnned in the house at Devonshire Terrace, into w 
the family had mored two years before (in 1839). 

As Dickens's fame advanced bis circle of acqu^tanoei.^ 
was oeceasarily widened; aad in 1841 he was invited to 
viNt Edinburgh, and to receive there the first great tribute 
of public rect^ition which bad been paid to him. He 
was entertained with great enthusiasm at a public banquet, 
I Toted the freedom of the city, and so overwhelmed with 
* hospitalities that, notwithstanding his frank pleasure in 
Be honours, he was glad to make his escape at last, and 
refreshed himself with a tour in the Highlands. These 
excitements may have intensified in him a desire which 
had for some time been active in his mind, and which in 
any case would have been kept alive by an incessant series 
of invitations. Ue had signed an agreement with his pub- 
lishers for a new book before this desire took the shape of 
an actual resolution. There is no great difBcolty in under- 
standing why Dickens made up his mind to go to Ameri- 
ca, and thns to interrupt for the moment a course of life 
and work which was fast leading him on to great heights 
of fame and fortune. The question of international copy- 
right alone would hardly have induced him to cross the 
seas. Probably he felt instinctively that to see men and 
cities was part of the training as well as of the recreation 
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which his genius required. Dickens was by nature one 
of those artists who when at work always long to be in 
sympathy with their public, and to know it to be in sym- 
pathy with them. And hitherto he had not met more 
ihan part of his public of readers face to face. 



CHAPTER HL 



[18*3-t817.] 

A JorKBZT across the AtliDtic in midwinter b no child** 
^Aj even at the present day, when, bad tboogb t 
pusage raaj have been, few people would Teoture I 
confess doubts, as Dickens did, concerning the safety t 
■nch a Tovage by st«am in heavy weather. The trsveliera 
—for Dickens was accompanied by his wife — had an ex- 
eeptioiially roagh croaking, the horrors of which he has 
described in his American IfoUi. His powers of obecrv*- 
Here alive in the midst of the lethargy of sea-tack' 
and when he conld not watch others he found 
CBongb unosement in watching himself. At last, on 
laary 28, 1842, they fonnd themselTca in Boaton 
r. Their sUy in the United States hksted about 
inths, during which time they saw Boston, New 
'ork, Philadelphia, Baltimore, Washington, Richmond, 
lali, SL Lotiii, Chicago, and Buffalo. Then they 
by Niagara into Canftda, and after a pleasant viMt 
to Uontreal, diversified by private theatricals with the °^' 
COTS there, were safe at home again in July. 

Dickens had met with an enthUNaatic welcome in every 
of the States where he had not gone out of the vaj 
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of it; in New York, in particular, he had been feted, 
with a fervour unique even in the history of American 
enthuBiasnis, under the rcsouudiug title of " the Gueat of 
the Nation," Still, cveu this imposed no moral obligation 
upon bim to take the advice tendered to him in America, 
and to avoid writing about that country — " we are ao very 
snapiciouB." On tbe other band, whatever might be his 
indignation at the obstinate unwillingness of the American 
public to be moved a hair's- breadth by his championship 
of tbe cause of international copyright,' this failure could 
not, in a mind so reasonable as his, have outweighed the 
remembrance of the kindaess shown to him and to his 
fame. But the truth seems to be that he had, if not at 
first, at least very speedily, taken a dislike to American 
ways which proved too strong for him to the last In 
strange lands, most of all in a country which, like the 
United States, ia not in the least ashamed to be what it is, 
travellers are necessarily at the outset struck by details ; 
and Dickens's habit of minute observation was certain 
not to let him lose many of them. He was neither long 
enough in the country to study very closely, nor was it 
in his way to ponder very deeply, the problems involved 
in the existence of many of the institutions with which 
he found fault. Thus, he was indignant at the sight of 
slavery, and even ventured to " tell a piece of his mind " 
on the subject to a judge in the South ; but when, twenty 
years later, the great struggle came, at the root of which 
this question lay, his sympathies were with the cause of 
disunion and slavery in ita conflict with the " mad and 

1 After dining at a partj including tbo son of an eminent man o( 
letters, he notes in bis Semeti^rancer that he found the gi'eat man's 
son "decidedly lumpiah," and appends tbe reSeiion, "Copyrights 
need be hereditary, for geaiua isn't." 
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Tillaaoas " North. In short, his kuonledgo of Anicrici 
and iU afFaira was gained in such a way and under such 
circnmatances ss to entitle him, if lie chose, to spcnk to 
&e vast public which he commanded as an author of inon 
and manners as observed by him ; but ho liad uo right to 
jndge the destinies and denounce the character of a groat 
people on evidence gathered in the course of a holiday 
tonr. 

Nor, indeed, did the Atnerican JfoUs, published by him 
8 return home, fnruish any aerious cause of oSenoe. 
L introductory chapter, which was judiciously sup- 
! had taken credit for the book as not having 
"a grain of any political ingredient in its whole composi- 
tion." Indeed, the contents were rather disappointing 
from their meagreness. The author showed good tuto 
in eschewing all reference to his personal reception, and 
good judgment in leaving the copyright question undi^ 
cussed. But though his descriptions wore as vivid aa 
usual — whether of the small steamboat, " of about Imlf t 
pony power," on the Connecticut rivor, or of tho dlamil 
scenery on the Mississippi, "great father of riven, who 
(praise he to Heaven) has no young children like him I" — 
and though some of the figure-sketches were touched oS 
with the happiest of hands, yet the public, oven in 1849, 
was desirous to learn something more about Amerioa than 
this. It is true that Dickens had, with his usual coni>eiun- 
tiousnesB, examined and described various interesting pub- 
lic institutions in the States — prisons, asylums, anil tho 
like ; but the book vias not a very full one ; it was hnrilly 
anything but a sketch-book, with more humour, but with 
infinitely less poetic spirit, than tho Sketch-book of tho 
illnstrious American author whose friendship had Icon 
one of the chief personal gains of Dickens's journey. 
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The Ameriean JVotet, for which the letters to Forater 
bad furnished ample materials, were pablishod in the year 
of Dickenn'a return, after he had refreshed himself with a 
merry Cornish trip in the company of his old friend, and 
his two other intimates, " Stanny " and " Mac." Bat he 
had not come home, as he had not gone out, to be idle. 
On the first day of the following year, 1643, appeared the 
first number of tbe story which wto to furnish the real 
casus diseriminis between Dickens and the enemies, as 
well no doubt as a very largo proportion of the friends, 
whom he had left behind him across the water. The 
American scenes in Martin Chuzzlewit did not, it is true, 
beftin till the fifth number of the story ; nor is it probable 
from the accounts of the salo, which was much smaller 
than Dickens had expected, that these particular episodes 
at first produced any strong feeling in the English public 
But the merits of the book gradually obtained for it a 
popularity at home which has been surpassed by that of 
but one or two other of Dickens's works ; and in propor- 
tion to this popularity was the eflect exercised by its 
American chapters. What that e&ect has been, it wonld 
be hypocrisy to question. 

DLokenH, it is very clear, had been unable to resist the 
temptation of at once drawing upon the vast addition to 
hia literary capital as a humourist. That the satire of 
many of the American scenes in Martin CkuzzUwit is, ai 
satire, not less true than telling, it needs but a small ac- 
quaintance with American journalism and oratory even at 
the present day to perceive ; and the heartrending history 
of Eden, as a type of some of the settlements " vaunted 
in England as a raine of Golden Hope," at least had the 
warrant of something more than hearsay and a look io 
passing. Sor, as has already been observed, would it have 
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been in accordance either witli human natnro, or with the 
fitnese of things, had Dickens allowed his welcome in 
America to become to liini (as he termed it in the enp- 
preased Preface to the I^oles) " an iron muzzle disguised 
I beneath a flower or two," But the frankness, to say tha 
' least, of the mirror into which he now invited bis late 
hosts to gaze was not likely to produce grateful compli- 
ments to its presenter, nor was the eSect aoftcaed by the 
despatch with which this .louvemr of the " guest of the 
nation " was pressed upon its attention. No doubt it 
would have been easy to reflect that only the evil, not the 
good, aides of social life in America were held up to deri- 
won and contempt, and that an honourable American jour- 
nahst bad no more reason to resent tbo portraiture of Mr. 
Jefferaon Brick thru a virtuous English paterfamilias had 
to quarrei with that of Mr. Pecksniff. Unfortunately, of- 
fence is usually taken where oSence is meant ; and there 
oan be little doubt as to the animus with which Dickens 
bad writtfln. Only two months after landing at Boston 
Dickens had declared to Mncready, that "however much 
be liked the ingredients of this great dish, ho could not 
but say that the diah itself wont against the grain with 
bim, aod that he didn't like it." It was not, and could 
not he, pleasant for Americans to find the '^New York Sew 
tr, in its twelfth thousand, with a whole oolumn of New 
Yorkers to be shown up, and al! their names printed," i 
troduced as the first oxpreaston of " the bubbling paasiona 
of their country ;" or to be certified, apropos of a conver- 
sation among American " gentlemen " after dinner, that 
dollars, and dollars only, at the risk of honesty and hon- 
our, filled their souls. " No satirist," Martin Chuzzlewit 
is told by a candid and open-minded American, " could, I 
believe, breathe this air." But satire in such passages as 
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these borders too closdy on angry invective; and neither 
the irresistible force nor the earnest pathos of the details 
which follow can clear away the suspicion that at the bot- 
tom lay a desire to depreciate. Nor was the general effect 
of the American episodes in Martin Chmzlewit materially 
modified by their conclosioD, to which, with the best of 
intentions, the antbor could not bring himself to gire a 
genuinely complimentary tarn. The Americans did not 
like all this, and could not be expected to like it. The 
tone of the whole satire was too savage, and its tenor was 
too hopelessly one-sided, for it to pass unresented ; while 
mach in it was too sear the truth to glance off harmless. 
It is well known that in time Dickens came himself to un- 
derstand this. Before quitting America, in 1868, he de- 
clared his intention to publish in every future edition of 
bis Afoerican Notes and Martin Ckuszlewit his testimony 
to the magnanimous cordiality of his second reception In 
the States, and to the amazing changes for the better 
which he had seen everywhere around him during his 
second sojourn in the country. But it is not likely that 
the postscript, all the more since it was added under cir- 
cumstances so honourable to both sides, has undone, or 
will undo, the effect of the test Very possibly the Amer- 
icans may, in the eyes of the English people as well aa in 
their own, cease to be chargeable with the faults and foi- 
bles satirised by Dickens ; but the satire itself will live, 
and will continue to excite laughter and loathing, together 
with the other satire of the powerful book to which it 
belongs. 

For in none of his books is that power, which at times 
filled their author himself with astonishment, more strik- 
ingly and abundantly revealed than in The Life and Ad- 
venture! of Martin Chttzzlewit. Never was his inventive 
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force more flexible aDtl more at his commaad ; j'et none 
of bis books cost hitn more bard work. The very numes of 
hero and novel were only Ibe final fortunate choice out of 
a legion of notions ; though " Pecksniff " as well as " Char- 
ity " and " Mercy " (" not unholy names, I hope," said Mr. 
Pecksniff to Mrs. Todgers) were first inspirations. The 
MS. teit too is full of the outward signs of care. But 
the author bad bis reward in the general tmpressiou of 
finish which is conveyed by this book as compared with 
its predecessors ; so that Mariin Ckuzdewit may be de- 
scribed as already one of the masterpieces of DickeDs'a 
maturity as a writer. Oddly enough, the one part of tho 
book which moves rather heavily is the opening chapter, 
an effort in the mock-heroic, probably suggested by the 
author's eighteenth century readings, 

A more original work, however, thaa Mariin Chuzilemt 
was never composed, or one which mora freshly displays 
the most characteristic qualities of its author's genius. 
Though the actual construction of the story is anything 
bat faultless— for what could be more slender than the 
thread by which the American interlude is attached to 
the main action, or more wildly improbable than the bail- 
srdoua stratagem of old Martin upon which that action 
turns ( — yet it is so contrived as to fulfil the author's 
avowed intention of exhibiting under various forms the 
evil and the folly of selfishness. This vice is capable of 
both serious and comic treatment, and commended itself 
in each aspect to Dickens as being essentially antagonistic 
to his moral and artistic ideals of human life. A true 
comedy of humours thus unfolded itself with the progress 
of his book, and one for which the types had not boon 
fetched from afar: "Tour homes the scene; yourselves 
the actors here," had been the motto which he bad at first 
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intended to put apon his tiUe-page. Thus, while in "the 
old -established firm of Anthonj Cbuzzlenit and Son" se]f- 
iahneas is cultivated aa a growtli excellent in itself, and the 
Bon'a sentiment, " Do other men, for they would do you," 
is applauded by his admiring father, in young Martin the 
vice rather resembles a weed strong and rank, yet not so 
strong but that it gives way at last before a manly en- 
deavour to nproot it. The character of the hero, though 
very far from heroic, is worked out with that reliaoce 
npon the fellow-feeling of candid readers which in our 
great novelists of the eighteenth century has obtained 
sympathy for much loss engaging personages. More es- 
pecially is the young man's loss of self-respect in the sea- 
son of his solitary wretchedness depicted with admirable 
feeling. It would not, I think, be fanciful to assert that 
in this story Dickens has with equal skill diatinguished be- 
tween two species of unselfishness. Mark Taplcy's is the 
actively unselfish nature, and though his reiteration of his 
guiding motive is wearisome and occasionally absurd, yet 
the power of comiog oat jolly under onpropitions cir- 
cumstances is a genuinely English ideal of manly virtue. 
Tom Pineh's character, on the other hand, is unselfish from 
innate sweetness; and never has the art of Dickens drawn 
a typo which, while closely approaching the border-line of 
the grotesque, is yet so charmingly true to nature. 

Grotesque characters proper are numerous enough in 
this book, but ail the others pale before the immortal 
presence of Mrs. Gamp. She had been traced to an orig- 
inal in real life, but her literary right to stand on her own. 
legs has been most properly vindicated against any suppo- 
sition of likeness to the different type, the subject of Leigh 
Hunt's Monthly Nurse — a paper, by-the-way, distinguished 
by shrewdness as well as feeling. Imagination has never 
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1 bolder flights than thoae requisite for the dovelop- 
Ut of Mrs. Gamp's mental procesaea : 

' " < And which of all them Bmoking monsters is the Ankworki 
bo^I wonderT Ooodneis mel' cried Mrs.Gunp. 

" > Wbat boat did jou vuit V asked Ruth. 

'"The Anknorks package,' Mrs. Gamp rcphed. ' I will not de- 
ceive JOU, my sweet. Whr should I?' 

"'That is the Antwerp packet in the middle,' said Ruth. 

" ' And I wish it was in Joaadge'B belly, 1 do 1' cried Mrs. Gamp, 
appearing to confouod the prophet with the whale iu this miracoloua 



A hardly inferior exertion of creative power wna needed 
\ order to fix in distinct forms the peculiarities of her 
ition, nay, to sustain the unique rljythiii of lior speech : 

r"" 'I Bays lo Mrs. Harris,' Mrs. Gamp continued, 'only t' other day, 
the last Monday fortnight as ever dawned upon this Piljiac's ProjiH 
of a mortal wale ; I says to Mrs. Hariia, when she says to me, " Years 
and our trials, Mrs, Gamp, sets marks upon us all" — "Say not the 
words, Mrs. Harris, if you and mo is to be continual friends, for senb 



Yet the reality of Mrs. Gamp has boon acknowledged to 
be snch that she has been the death of her sisterhood la a 
great part (to say the least) of our hospital wards and sick- 
rooms ; and as for her oddities of tongue, they are, with 
tbe exception of her boldest figures, but the glorified type 
of all tbe utterances beard to this day from cbarwomon, 
lanndresBes, and single gentlemen's house-keepers. Com- 
pared with her, even her friend and patron, Mr. Mould, and 
her admirer, Mr. Bailey, and in other parts of the book tho 
low company at Todgers's and the fine company at Mr. 
Ti^ Montague's sink iato insignificance. Tho agod 
Chuffey is a grotesque study of a very different kind, of 
which tbe pathos never loses itself in exaggeration. As 
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for Pecksniff, he is as far out of the range of grotesqae 
as, except when moraliBinj; over the banisters at Todgere'a, 
lie is oat of that of genial characters. He is the richest 
comic type, while at the same time one of the truest, 
among the innumerable reproductions in English imagina- 
tive literature of our favourite national vice — hypocrisy. 
His friendliness is the very quintessence of falsehood: 
" Mr. Pinch," he cries to poor Tom over the currant-wine 
and captain's biscuits, " if you spare the bottle, we shall 
qnarrel!" His understanding with his daughters is the 
very perfection of guile, for they confide in him, even when 
ignorant of his intentions, because of their certainty " that 
in all ho does he has his purpose straight and full before 
him." And he is a man who understands the times as 
well as the land in which he lives; for, as M. Taine has 
admirably pointed out, where TartuSe would have been 
full of religious phrases, Pecksniff presents himself as a 
humanitarian philosopher. Comic art has never more suc- 
ceesfully fulfilled its highest task after its truest fashion 
than in this picture of the rise and fall of a creature who 
never ceases to be laughable, and yet never ceases to be 
loathsome. Nothing is wanting in this wonderful book to 
attest the exuberance of its author's genius. The kindly 
poetic spirit of the Christmas books breathes in sweet 
Buth Pinch ; and the tragic power of the closing chapters 
of Oliver Twiat is recalled by the picture of Jonas before 
and after his deed of blood. I say nothing of merely de- 
Bcriptive passages, though in none of his previous stories 
had Dickens so completely mastered the secret of describ- 
ing scenery and weather in their relation to his action or 
his characters. 

Martin Chuzzlewit ran its course of twenty monthly 
numbers ; but already a week or two before the appeal^ 
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ance of the first of these, Dickens had bestowed upon the 
public, youDg and old, the earliest of his delightful Christ- 
mas Books. Among all his productions perhaps none 
connected him so closely, and as it were personally, with 
his readers. Nor could it well have been otherwise ; since 
nowhere was he eo directly intent upon promoting kindli- 
ness of feeling among men — more especially good-will, 
founded upon respect, towards the poor. Cheerfulness 
was, from his point of ?iew, twin-aiatcr to charity; and 
fiulkiness, like selfishuess, belonged, as an appropriate ort, 
to the dnst-heap of " Tom Tiddler's Ground." What more 
fit than that he should mingle such sentiments as these 
with the holly and the mistletoe of the only English holi- 
day in which remains a vestige of religious and poetic 
feeling? Beyond all doubt there is mocb that is tedious 
in the cuttua of Father Christmas, and there was yet more 
in the days when the lower classes in England had not yet 
come to look upon a suiBciency of periodical holidays as 
part of their democratic inheritance. But that Dickens 
ahould constitute himself its chief minister and interpreter 
was nothing but fit. Already one of the Sketches had 
commended a Christmas • dinner at which a seat is not 
denied even to " poor Aunt Mai^aret ;" and Mr. Pickwick 
liad never been more himself tban in the Christmas game 
of Blind-man'a-bufi at Dingley Dell, in which " the poor 
relations caught the people who they thought would like 
it," and, wben the game flagged, " got caught themselves." 
But he now sought to reach the heart of the subject ; and 
the freshness of his fancy enabled him delightfully to vary 
his illustrations of a text of which it can do no man harm 
to be reminded in as well as out of season. 

Dickens's Christmas books were published in the Christ- 
mas seasons of 1343-1846, and of 1S48. If the palm is 
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to be panted to any one among them above its fellows, 
few readers would hesitate, I think, to dcclftre themselves 
in favour of The Crk ':it on the Hearth, as tender and deli- 
cate a domestic idyl as any literature can boast Bat the 
informing spirit proper of these productions, the desire to 
stir up a feeling of benevolence, more especially towards 
the poor and lowly, nowhere shows itself more conspicn- 
onsly than in the earliest, A Ckrisimav Carol in Prose, 
and nowhere more combatively than in the second in 
date, the " Goblin Story " of The Chimes. Of the former 
its author declared that he " wept and laughed and wept 
again " over it, " and excited himself in a most extraordi- 
nary manner in the composition ; and thinking thereof he 
walked about the bUck streets of London, fifteen and 
twenty miles many a night, when all the sober folks had 
gone to bed " Simple in its romantic design like one of 
Andersen's little tales, the Ckristmai Carol has never lost 
its hold upon a public in whom it has called forth Chriat- 
mas thoughts which do not all centre on " holly, mistlotoe, 
red berries, ivy, turkeys, geese, game, poultry, brawn, meat, 
pigs, sausages, oysters, pies, puddings, fruit, and punch ;" 
and the Cratchit household, with Tiny Tim, who did Not 
die, are living realities even to those who have not seen 
Mr. Toole — an actor after Dickens's own heart — as the 
father of the family, shivering in his half-yard of com- 
forter. 

In The Chimes, composed in self-absorbed solitude at 
Genoa, he ims^ned that " he had written a tremendous 
book, and knocked the Carol out of the field." Though 
the little work failed to make " the great uproar " he had 
confidently anticipated, its pnrpose was certainly unmis- 
takable ; but the effect of hard exaggerations such as Mr. 
Filer and Alderman Cute, and of a burlesque absurdity 
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Joseph Bowley, was too dreary to be counteracted 
by the more pleasing passages of tbo tale. In bis Dovel 
Hard Times Dickens afterwards reprodncod some of the 
ideas, and repeated eome of the artistic mistakes, to be 
found in The Chimes, though the design of the later work 
was necessarily of a more mixed kind. The Christmas 
book bas the tone of a doctrinaire protest against doclri- 
naira, and, as Forster has pointed out, ia manifestly writ- 
ten under the influence of Carlyle. But its main doctrine 
was one which Dickens lost no opportunity of proclaim- 
ing, and which here breaks forth in the form of an indig' 
nant appeal by Richard Fern, the outlaw in spite of him- 
seif : "Gentlefolks, he not hard upon the poor!" No feel- 
ing was more deeply rooted in Dickens's heart than this ; 
' nor could he forbear expressing it by infective and satire 
as well as by humorous and pathetic pictures of his 
clientB, among whom Trotty Veck too takes a repreaenta- 

The Cricket on the Hearth, as a true work of art, ia not 
troubled about its moral, easily though half-a-dozen plain 
morals might be drawn from it; a purer and more light- 
some creation of the fancy has never been woven out of 
homespun materials. Of the same imaginative type, 
though not executed with a fineness so surpassing, is The 
Battle of Life, the treatment of a fancy in which Dickens 
appears to have taken great pleasure. Indeed, he declared 
that he was "thoroughly wretched at having to use the 
idea for so short a story." As it stands, it is a pretty 
idyl of resignation, very poetical in tone as well as ia 
conception, though here and there, notwithstanding the 
complaint just quoted, rather lengthy. It has been con- 
jectured, with much probability, that the success which 
had attended dramatic versions of Dickens's previous 
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Christmas books cansed " those admirable comedians, Mr, 
and Mrs. Keeley," to be in his mind " when he drew the 
charming characters of Britain and Clemency Newcome." 
At all events the pair serve as good old bits of English 
pottery to relieve the delicate Sevres sentiment of Grace 
and Marion. In the last of Dickens's Christmas boolis, 
The Haunted Man and the Ohosl's Bargain, he returnB 
once more to a machinery resembling those of the earliest 
But the fancy on which the action tarns is here more 
forced, and the truth which it illnstratca is after all only a 
half-truth, unless taken as part of the greater truth, that 
the moral conditions of man's life are more easily marred 
than mended. Once more the strength of the book lies 
in its humorous side. The picture of the good Milly's 
humble proteges, the Tetterby family, is to remind us that 
happiness consists precisely in that which the poor and 
the rich may alike obtain, but which it is so difficult for 
the poor, amidst their shifts and ehabbinesa, to keep fresh 
and green. Even without the evil influence of an enchant- 
ed chemist, it is hard enough for the Mrs. Tetterbys of 
real life always to be ministerin|i; angels to their families ; 
for the hand of every little Tetterby not occasionally to 
be agmnst the other little Tetterbys, and even for a de- 
voted Johnny's temper never to rise against Moloch, All 
the more is that to be cherished in the poor which makes 
them love one another. 

More than one of these Christmas books, both the ha- 
mour and the sentiment of which are so pecnliarly Eng- 
lish, was written on foreign soil, Dickens's general con- 
ceptions of life, not less than his literary individuality, 
had been formed before he became a traveller and so- 
journer in foreign lands. In Italy, as elsewhere, a man 
a sense, find only what he takes there. At all 
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events the changed life brought witli it for BickenB, 
though not at once, a refreshment and a brief repose 
which invigorated him for some of the tniest efforts of , 
his genius. His resolution to spend some time on 
Continent bad not been takeri rashli-, although it was at ' 
least hastened by business disappointments. He seems at 
this time, as was virtually inevitable, to have seen a good 
deal of society in London, and more especially to have 
become a welcome guest of Lady Blessington and Count 
d'Oraay at Gore House. Moreover, hia services were be- 
ginning to be occasionally claimed as a public speaker; 
and altogether he must have found more of his time than 
he wished slipping through his hands. Lastly, he very 
naturally desired to see what was to be seen, and to enjoy 
what was to be enjoyed, by one gifted with a sleepless ob- 
servation and animated by a genuine love of nature and 
art. The letters, public and private, which ho wrote from 
Italy, are not among the moat interesting productions of 
his pen ; even hia humonr seems now and then ill at oaae 
in them, and his descriptive power narrow in its range. ' 
His eyes were occasionally veiled, as are those of most 
travellers in quest of "first impresaiona." Thus I cannot j 
hut think hia picture of Naples inadequate, and that of J 
its population unjust. Again, although he may have told i 
the truth in asserting that the Eternal City, at first sight, , 
"looked like — I am half afraid to write the word — Hko [ 
London," and although his general description of Rome 
has been pronounced correct by competent judgment, yat ' 
it is impossible to ignore in it the undertone of Bow ', 
Bells. On the other hand, not even in his newspaper 
letters can ho be said to fall into aSectation ; his imprea- ' 
sions are never given pretentiously , and are accordingly 
seldom altogether worthless ; while his criticisms of works 
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of art, when offered, are candid «nd shrewd, besides being 
invariably bis own. 

Thus, tbore was Dever anything truer in its way than 
the account which he gave to Macli^ of his first impres- 
aioiiH a few days after hia sirival at Albaro, a suburb of 
Grenoa, where ho fouod himself settled with his family in 
July, 1844, He re-cbristeoGd his abode, the Villa Bagne- 
rello (" it sounds romantic, but Signor Banderello is a 
buteher hard by "), " the Pint Jail." Here, with aban- 
dance of space and time, and with a view from his wnt- 
iag-table of " the sea, the mountains, the washed-out vil- 
las, the vineyards, the blistering hot fort, with a sentry 
on the drawbridge standing in a bit of shadow no broad- 
er than his own musket, and the sky," he began his vil- 
leggiaiura, and resolving not to know, or to be known 
where it could be helped, looked round hini at his leisure. 
This looking round very naturally took up some time ; for 
the circuit of Dickens's daily observation was unusually 
wide. Soon he was seeking winter-quarters in Genoa it 
self, and by October was eatabhshed in the Palazzo Pea- 
chiere, situate on a height within the walls of the city, 
and overlooking the whole of it, with the harbour and 
the sea beyond. " There is not in Italy, they say (and I 
believe them), a lovelier residence." Even here, however, 
among fountains and frescoes, it was some time before he 
conld set steadily to work at his Christmas story. At last 
the bella of Genoa chimed a title for it into his restless 
ears ; and, though longing with a nostalgy that was spe- 
cially strong upon him at periods of mental excitement for 
his nightly walks in the London streets, be settled down to 
hia task. I have already described the spirit in which he 
executed it. No sooner was the writing done than the 
other half of his double artist-nature was seized with an- 
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other craving. The rage nbicli possosacs aiitLors to rond 
their writiogs aloud to BympAthizing cars, if Buck can ba 
found, is a ncU-worn tbeiuc of satiri; ; bat in Dickens tlio 
actor was almost as strong as the author, and he could not 
withstand the desire to ioterpret iu person what ho had 
written, and to watch its effect with his own eyes and cars. 
In the first days of Noveinher, therefore, he sot oft from 
Genoa, and made bis way home by Bologna, Venice, Milan, 
and theSimplon Pass. Of this journey hia Pictures from 
Italy contains the record, incloding a chapter about Ven- 
ice, pitched in an unusually poetic key. But not all tho 
niemoriea of all the Doges could have stayed the execu- 
tion of his set purpose. On the 3i>th of November he 
reached London, and on tho 2d of December he was read- 
ing the Chimes, from the proofs, to the group of friends 
immortalised in Maclise's inimitable sketch. Three days 
afterwards the reading was repeated to n slightly diSerenl 
audience ; and, indeed, it would seem, from an cntbimias- 
tic postscript to a letter addressed to hie wife, that be hud 
read at least part of the book to Macready on tho night 
before that of the first conclave, Tho distniioo was no 
doubt wide between tho intimacy of these friendly read- 
ings and the stormy seas of public audiences ; but, bow- 
ever unconsciously, the first step had been taken. It may 
be worth noticing, in connexion with this, that the scheme 
of a private dramatic performance, wliicb was to occupy 
much of Dickens's "leisure" in tho year following, was 
proposed for the first time on the occasion of tho first 
reading of the Chimes. Before Christmas he was back 
^ain in his " Italian bowers." If the strain of his effort 
in writing the Chimes had been severe, the holiday which 
followed was long. In the later winter and early spring 
of 1845 he and the ladies of his family saw E 
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Naples, and in June tbcir Italian life came to an end, and 
iLey were in London before the close of the month. Proj- 
ects of work remained in abeyance until the absorbing 
fancy of a private play hod been rcaliBcd with an earnest- 
ness such as only Dickens could carry into bis amuse- 
ments, and into this particular atnuscment above all oth- 
ers. The piay was Every Man in his Humour; the thea- 
tre, the little house in Dean Street, of whose cheqnered 
fortnuea no theatrical history has sncceeded in exhausts 
ing the memories ; and the manager was, of coarse, " Bob- 
adil," as Dickens now took to signing himself. His jok- 
ing remark to Macready, that he " thought of changing 
his present mode of life, and was open to an engagement," 
was after all not so very wide of the mark. According 
to the inevitable rule in such things, he and his friends 
— among whom Mark Lemon, Douglas Jerroid, and Fors- 
ter were conspicuous — were "induced" to repeat their 
performance at a larger Louse for a public charity, and 
later in the year they played The Elder Brother for Miss 
Fanny Kelly's benefit. Leigh Hunt, whose opinion, how- 
ever, could hardly fail to be influenced hy the circumstances 
under which Ben Jonson'a comedy was afterwards per- 
formed by the amateurs, and who was no longer the 
youthful Draco of the News, afterwards spoke very high- 
ly of Dickens's Bobadil. It had "a spirit in it of intel- 
lectual apprehension beyond anything the existing stage 
has shown." His acting in the farce which followed 
Leigh Hunt thought "throughout admirable; quite rich 
and filled up," 

Christmas, 1845, had passed, and The Cricket on the 
Hearth had graced the festival, when an altogether new 
chapter in Dickens's life seemed about to open for him. 
The experience through which he now paased was one on 
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which his biographer, for reasons easy to guess, has touch- 
ed very slightly, while his Letter* throw do additional 
light on it at all. Most people, I imagine, would declioa 
to pronounce upon the qualifications requisitfl id an editor 
of a great political journal. Yet, lit«raTy power of a kind 
which acts upon the mnltitude rapidly and powerfully, 
habits of order so confirmed as to have almost bococae 
second nature, and an interest in the affairs of the Dation 
fed by au ardent enthusiasm for ila welfare — these would 
seem to go some way towards making up the list Of all 
these qualifications Dickens at various times gave proof, 
and they sufficed in later years to make him the successful 
conductor of a weekly journal which wmed at the enlight- 
enment hardly less than at the cntertaiDmcnt of no incoii' 
eiderable portion of the British public. But, in the first 
place, political journalism proper is a craft of which very 
few men have been known to become masters by intui- 
tion, and Dickens had as yet had no real experience of it> 
His zealous efforts as a reporter can bardly ho taken into 
account here. He Lad for a short time edited a minocl- 
lany of amusement, and had failed to carry beyond a biy 
ginning the not very carefully considered scheme of an- 
other. Recently, he had resumed the old notion of Mai- 
ter ffumphreyU Clock in a different shape ; but nothing 
had como of his projected cheap weekly paper for the 
present, while its title, " The Cricket" waa reserved for ■ 
different use. Since his reporting days be had, however, 
now and then appeared among the lighter combatants of 
political literature. In 1841 he had thrown a few squibi 
in the Exami-ner at Sir Robert Peel and the Tories ; and 
from about the same date he had, besides occasionally 
contributing to the literary and theatrical columns of the 
same weekly journal, now and then discussed in it sub- 
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jecto of edocatioDal or other general intoreat.' Finally, it 
is stated by Foratcr that in 1844, when tlie greatest polit- 
ioal straggle of the last generation was approaching its 
clitoai, Dickens contribatod some articles to the Morning 
Chronicle which attracted attention and led to negotia- 
tions with the editor that arrived at no posilive result If 
these contributions treated any political questjons what- 
ever, they were, with the exception of the few ExaTniner 
papers, and of the letters to the Daily Nevig to be men- 
tioned in this chapter, tiie only articles of this kind which, 
to my knowledge, he ever wrote. 

For, from first to last, whether in the days when Oliver 
Twist Buffered under the maladministration of the Poor- 
law, or in those when Arthur Clennam failed to make an 
impression upon the Circumlocution Office, politics were 
with Dickeus a sentiment rather than a »tudy or a pursuit. 
'^ith his habits of application and method, it might have 
taken hut a very short time for him to train himself as a 
politician ; but this short time never actually occurred. 
There is, however, no reason to suppose that when, in 
1841, a feeler was put out by some more or less influential 
persons at Reading, with regard to his willingness to be 
nominated for the representation of that borough, he liad 
any reason for declining the proposal besides that which 
he stated in his replies. He could not afford the requisite 
expense ; and he was determined not to forfeit his inde- 
pendence through accepting Government — by which I hope 
he means Whig party — aid for meeting the cost of the 
contest Still, in 1846, though slack of faith in the " peo- 
ple who govern us," be had not yet become the irreclaim- 

• From a list o! MSS, at South Kensington, kindly furnished me 
\>y Mr. E. F. Sketclilej, I lind iLat Mr. R. H. Shepherd's Biblioffraphs 
of Dickint is iacomplete on thia bead. 
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able political sceptic of later days; and without being in 
any way bound to the Whigs, ho had that general confi- 
dence in Lord John Russell which was all they could ex- 
pect from their irregular followers, Ab yet, however, he 
had shown no sign of any special aptitude or inclination 
for political work, though if he addressed himself to qnos- 
tions affecting the health and happiness of the humbler 
classes, he was certain to bring to them the enthusiasm of 
a genuine sympathy. And a question of this kind was 
uppermost in Euglishmen's minds in this year 1845, when 
at last the time was drawing Tiear for the complete aboli- 
tion of the tax upon the staple article of the poor man's 
daily food. 

The establishment of a new London morning paper, on 
the scale to which those already in existence bad attained, 
was a serious matter in itself ; but it seems to have been 
nndertatcn in no spirit of diffidence by the projectors and 
first proprietors of the Daily jVewa. With the early his- 
tory of the experiment I cannot here concern myself ; it 
is, however, an open secret that the rate of expenditure of 
the new jonmal was at first on a most liberal, not to say 
lavish, scale, and that the losses of the proprietors were for 
many years very large indeed. Established on those prin- 
ciples of Radicalism which, on the whole, it has in both 
good and evil times consisteutly maintained, the Daily 
News was to rise superior to the opportunism, if not to 
the advertisements, of the Times, and to outstrip the cau- 
tious steps of the Whig Morning Chronicle. Special at- 
tention was to be given to those industrial enterprises with 
which the world teemed in that speculative age, and no 
doubt also to those social questions affecting the welfare 
aod elevation of the masses and the relations between em- 
ployers and employed, which were attracting more and 
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more of the public attention. Bnt in the first instance 
the actual political situation won!d oblige the new journal 
to direct tbe greater part of ita energies to one particular 
question, wLicb had, in truth, already been tbrcabed out 
by the organs of public opinion, and as to which tbe time 
for action had at last arrived. No Liberal journal project- 
ed in 1845, and started early in 1846, could fail to con- 
centrate its activity for a time upon the question of the 
Corn-laws, to which the session of 1846 was to give the 
death-blow. 

It is curious enougb, on opening the first nnmber of the 
i>ai7y ^i!ws, dated January 21,1846, to find one's self trans- 
planted into the midst of one of the moat memorable epi- 
sodes of our more recent political history, Tbe very ad- 
vertisements of subscriptions to the Anti-Corn-law League, 
with the good old Manchester names figuring conspicuous- 
ly among them, have a historic interest ; and the report of 
a disputation on free-trade at Norwich, in which all the 
hits are made by Mr. Cobden, another report of a great 
London meeting on the same subject, and some verses con- 
cerning the people's want of ita bread, probably written by 
Mr. Charles Mackay, occupy an entire page of the paper. 
Railway news and accounts of railway meetings fill about 
tbe same space ; while the foreign news is eiLtremely mea- 
gre. There remain tbe leading articles, four in number — 
of which three are on the burning question of the day — 
and the first of a series of Travelling Letters Written on 
the Road, by Charles Dictens {tbe Avignon chapter in the 
Pictures from Italy.y The band of tbe editor is trace- 

' B; ao odd coiDc[deQce. nol less ttiao four out of the %\\ theatres 
advertiaing their perl ormuicea is thia first number of the Daily Nmt 
announce each a different adaptation of TTu Cricket on tlie HiaHh. 
Amouget tbe curiosities of the caets are observable: At the Adelpbi, 
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ible only in this feuilhton and in the opening article of 
■ithe new paper. On internal evidence I conclude that thia 
\ article, wbicb has little to diatinguish it from similar maa- 
ifeatoeB, unless it be a, moderation of tone that would not 
have suited Captain Shandon, was not written by Dickens 
alone or unassisted. But bis band is traceable in the con- 
clading paragraphs, wbicb contain the following wordy bnt 
ipirit«d assertion of a cause that Dickens lost no opportu- 
nity of advocating: 

" We seek, so far b.9 in us liea, to elevate the charaoler of the Pub- 
So Preae in EnglaDiI. We believe il would attain a mucb higher po. 
titioD, and tbnt those nho widd its poven vould be infinitely more 
raspecCed as a class, and on importanL ods, if it were purged of a dia- 
po^tion to sordid attacks "upon Uidf, whicb onlj prevails in England 
and America, We discern nothing in the editorial plural that justi- 
USes a gentleman, or bod; of gentlemen, in discarding a gentleman's 
forbearance and responsibilit;, and renting nngenerous spleen against 
a rlTal, bj a perreraion of a great power — a power, however, which is 
4»J; great so long aa it is good and hoDest The stamp on newspa- 
pers is not like tbe Blamponuniversal medicine-bottles, which licenses 
anything, however false and nonstrous ; and we are sure this misuse 
of it, in any notorious case, not only offends and repels rigfaC-nuDded 
men in that particular instance, but naturally, though anjustly, in- 
. nlves the whole Press, as a pursuit or profession, in the feeling BO 
I awakened, and places the character of all who are associated with it 
' at a great diaadrantage. 

"Entering ou this adventure of a new daily journal in a spirit of 
honourable competition and hope of public usefulness, we seek, in 
oar new station, at once to preserve our own self-respect, and to be 
reapecled, tor ourselves and for it, by our readers. Therefore, we 

• W...„...,„.,.„....>.H...... .......... 

Mme cbaracter, with William Farreo as Caleb Flummer, The latter 
part is taken at the Princess's by Compton, Mrs. Scirling playing 
At the Lyceum, Mr., Mrs., and Miss Mary Eeeley, and Mr.£merj',i 
pear in the piece. 
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beg them to nxntve, In ibia our first number, tlie » 
recognitioD or mterchaoge of trade abuse, by us, shnll be the destruc- 
tion of eitber sentiment ; and tb&l we inleod proceeding on our iray, 
and tbeira, without stoopmg to any such flowers by tbo roadside." 

I am unable to say how many days it vaa after tLe ap- 
pearance of thia first numter that Dickens, ot the proprie- 
tors of the journal, or, as soems most likely, both sides d- 
, began to consider the expediency of ending 
between them. He was " revolving plans 
for qnitting the paper " on January 30, and resigned hia 
editorship on February 8 following. In the interval, with 
the exception of two or three more of the Traveiling Let- 
tert, very few signs of hJa band appear in the journal. 
The number of January 24, however, contains an edito- 
rial contribntion, in the shape of " a new song, but an 
o!d story," concerning The Britiih Lion, hia accomplish- 
ment of eating Corn* law Leagues, hia principal keeper, 
Wan Bumhug, and so forth. This it would be cruel to 
unearth. A more important indication of a line of writ- 
ing that his example may have helped to domesticate in 
the Daily Newa appears in the number of February 4, 
which contains a long letter, with his signature, urging 
the claims of Ragged Schools, and giving a graphic ac- 
count of his visit to one in Safiron Hill. After ho bad 
placed his resignation in the hands of the proprietors, and 
was merely holding on at his post till the time of his act- 
ual withdrawal, he was naturally not anxious to increase 
the nnmber of hia contributions. The Hymn of the Wilt- 
shire Labourers — which appeared on February 14 — is, of 
course, an echo of the popular cry of the day ; but the 
subtler pathos of Dickens never found its way into his 
Terse. The most important, and so far as I know, the 
last, of bis contributions to the Daily iTetcf, consisted of 
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a series of three letters (March 9, 18, and 16) on c&pital 
punisbment. It was a qnestion which much occupied 
him at Tarions times of his life, aud on which it can- 
not be shown that be rcallj changed his opinions. The 
letters in the Dait^ NewB, based in part on the ailments 
of one of the ablest men of his day, the " nclucky " Mr. 
Wakefield, are an interesting contribution to the subject; 
and the first of them, with ite Hogarthian sketch of the 
temptation and fall of Thomas Hocker, Sunday -school 
teacher and murderer, would be worth reprinting as as 
example of Dickens's masterly use of the argument €X 
eoncreto. 

The few traditions which linger in the Dailif NejBs of- 
fice concerning Dickons as editor of the paper, agree with 
the conjecture that his labours on its behalf v/ett limited, 
or very nearly bo, to the few pieces enumerated above. 
Of coarse there must have been some inevitable business; 
but of this mnch may have been taken o£E his hands by 
his snb-oditor, Mr. W. H. Wills, who afterwards became 
his alter ego at the office of his own weekly journal and 
his intimate personal friend. In the days of the first in- 
fancy of the Daily News, Mr. Eritton, the present pub- 
lisher of that journal, was attached to the editor aa bia 
personal office attendant ; and be remembers very vividly 
what little there can have been to remember about Dick- 
ens's performance of bis functions. His habit, following 
a famous precedent, was to make up for coming late — 
usually about half-past ten p.m.— by going away early — 
usually not long after midnight There were frequently 
sounds of merriment, if not of modest revelry, audible 
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il from the little room at the office in Li>mbard Street, where rj 

the editor sat in conclave with Douglas Jerrold and one ^^^H 
or two other intimates. Mr. Britton is not sure that the ^^^| 
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work did not aometimeB begin after the editor had left; 

but at all events be cannot recollect that Dickens ever 
wrote anjtliing at the office — that he ever, for instance, 
wrote abont a debate that had taken place in Parliament 
on the same uight. And he sums up his reminiscences by 
declaring his conviction that Dickens was " not a news- 
paper man, at least not when in ' the chair' " And so 
Dickens seems on this occasion to have concluded; for 
when, not long after quitting the paper, he repablished 
with additions the Travelling Letters which during his 
condnct of it had been its principal omamenta, he spoke 
of " a brief mistake be had made, not long ago, in disturb- 
ing the old relations between himself and his readers, and 
departing for a moment from his old pursuits." He had 
been virtually out of " the chair " almost as soon aa ho had 
taken it. His successor, but only for a few months, was 
his friend Forater. 

Never has captive released made a more eager or a bet- 
ter nee of his recovered freedom. Before the summer 
had fairly set in Dickens had let his house, and was travel- 
ling with his family up the Rhine towards Switzerland. 
This was, I think, Dickens's only passage through Ger- 
many, which in language and literature remained a terra 
incognita to him, while in various ways so well known to 
his friendly rivals, Lord Lytton and Tliackeray. He was 
on the track of poor Thomas Hood's old joumeyings, 
whose facetious recollections of Bhineland he had some 
years before reviewed in a spirit of admiration rather 
for the author than for the book, funny as it is. His 
point of destination was Lausanne, where he bad resolved 
to establish his household for the summer, and where by 
the middle of June they were moat agreeably settled in 
a little villa or cottage which did not belie its name of 
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Roaemont, and from which thejf looked upon the lake aud 
the mighty AJpinc chain hej'ond. If Rome had romindod 
Dickens of London, the green woods near LausaDno re- 
called to him his Kentish glades; bnt he had the fullest 
Eense and the trnest enjoyment of the grandeurs of Alpine 
scenery, and lost no opportunity of becoming acquainted 
with them. Thus his letters contain an admirable descrip- 
tion (not untingod with satire) of a trip to the Great St. 
Bernard and its convent, many years afterwards repro- 
daoed in one of the few enjoyable chapters of the Second 
Part of Little Dorrit. More interesliDg, however, because 
more characteristic, is the freshness and candour with 
which in Switzerland, where by most English visitors the 
native inhabitants are "taken for granted," he sot himself 
to observe, and, so far as he could, to appreciate, the peo- 
ple among whom he was a temporary resident. Ilis sola- 
tions of some of the political difficaltiea, which were mostly 
connected with religious differences, at that time rife in 
Switzerland, are palpably one-eided. But the generosity 
of spirit which reveals itself in his kindly recognition of 
the fine qualities of the people around him is akin to what 
was best and noblest in Dickens. 

He had, at the same time, been peculiarly fortunate in 
finding at Lausanne a circle of pleasant acqnaintancea, 
to whom he dedicated the Christmaa book which he wrote 
among the roses and the foliage of his lake-side cottage. 
Of course The Battle of Life was read aloud by its author 
to BO kindly an audience. The day of parting, however, 
soon came; on the 16th of November ^(cr/awtVia* had 
his " several tons of luggage, other tons of servants, and 
other tons of children," in travelling order, and soon had 
safely stowed them away at Paris " in the moat prepOBtei> 
ouB house in the world. The like of it cannot, and so far 
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M my knowledge goes, does not, exist in any otber part 
of the globe. The bedraoms are like opera-boxes; tbe 
dining-ruoniB, staircases, and passages quite inexplicabla 
Tbe dining-room " — wliicli in another letter he describes 
as "mere midBummer madness"- — "is a sort of cavern, 
painted {ceiling and all) to represent a grove, with unac- 
countable biU of looldng-glasB sticking in among tbe 
branches of the trees. There is a gleam of reason in the 
drawing-room, but it is approached through a series of 
small chambers, like tbe joints in a telescope, which are 
hnng with inscrutable drapery." Here, with the excep- 
tion of two brief visits to England, paid before his final 
departure, he spent three months, familiarising himself for 
the first time of his life with the second of bis "Two 
Cities." 

Dickens came to know the French language well enough 
to use it with case, if not with elegance ; and he lost no 
opportunity, it need hardly be said, of resorting to the 
beat of schools for the purpose. Macready, previously ad- 
dressed from " Altorf," bad made bira acquainted with 
Regnier, of the TheJitre Fran^ais, who in his turn had in- 
troduced him to the greenroom of the house of Moliere. 
Other theatres were diligently visited by him and Forster, 
when the latter arrived on a visit ; and celebrities were 
polite and hospitable to their distinguished English con- 
frere. With these, however, Dickens was not cosmopoli- 
tan enough to consort except in passing ; the love of liter- 
ary society beeauiie it ia literary society was at no tiOiC one 
of bis predilections or foihles. The streets of Paris were 
to him more than its salami, more even than its theatres. 
They are so to a larger number of Englishmen than that 
which cares to confess it, but Dickens would have been 
the last to disown the impefKhment. They were the 
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proper sphere for his powers of liumorous observation, a 
he afterwards showed in more than one descriptive paper 1 
as true to life as STiy of his London Sketcheg. And, m 
over, he needed the Btreets for the work which ho had in 
hand- Dombey and Son had been began at Roaemont, 
and the (irat of its twenty mootbly numbers bad beei 
pubhshed in Outober, 1846. No reader of the book ii 
likely to forget how, after writing the chapter which ra 
latea the death of little Paul, Dickens during the greater A 
part of the niglit wandered restlessly with a heavy heart J 
aboot the Paris streete. Sooner, however, than ho had 
tended, his residence abroad had to come to a close; and 
early in 164? be and bis family were again in London. 

Domheij and San has, perhaps, been more criticised than I 
any other amongst the stories of its author; and yet it cer- ' 
tainly is not the one which hscs been least admired, or least 
loved. Dickens himself, in the brief preface which be af- 
terwards pre&xed to the story, assumed a half-defiant ^r 
which sits ill upon the most successful author, hut which 
occasionally he was tempted to assume. Before conde- J 
soending to defend the character of Mr. Dombey as in ao- ] 
cordance with both probability and experience, he " made 
BO bold as to believe that the faculty (or the habit) of 
correctly observing the characters of men is a rare one." 
Yet, though the di'awing of this character is only one of 
the points which have been objected against the story, not i 
only did the book at the time of publication far aurpas 
its predecessor in popuJarity, but it has, I believe, always | 
preserved to itself a special congregation of enthusiaatio I 
admirers. Manifestly, this novel is one of its author's 
most ambitions endeavours. In it, more distinctly even 
than in Ckuzslewit, he has chosen for his theme one ol 
the chief vices of human nature, and has striven to fhoK 
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what pride cnnnot achieve, what it cannot conquer, what 
it cannot withstand. This central idea gives to the story, 
throaghoiit a most varied succossion of scenes, a unity of 
action to be found in few of Dickens's earlier works. Oa 
the other hand, 2>om6ey and Son shares with these earlier 
productions, and with ita successor, David Copperfield, the 
freshness of invention and spontaneous flow of both hu- 
mour and pathos which at times are wanting in the more 
powerfully conceived and naore carefully constructed ro- 
mances of Dickens's later years. If there bo any force at 
all in the common remark that the most interesting part 
of the boot ctids together with the life of little Paul, the 
censure falls upon the whole design of the author. Little 
Paul, in something besides the ordinary meaning of the 
words, was born to die ; and though, like the writer, most 
readers may have di*eaded the hour which was to put an 
end to that frail life, yet ia this case there could be no 
question — anch as was possible in the story of Little Nell 
— of any other issue. Indeed, deep as is the pathos of 
"the closing scene, its beauty is even surpassed by those 
which precede it. In death itself there is release for a 
child as for a man, and for those sitting by the pillow of 
the patient ; but it is the gradual approach of death which 
seems hardest of all for the watchers to bear; it is the 
unking of hope which seems even sadder thnn its extinc- 
tion. What old fashion could that be, Paul wondered 
with a palpitating heart, that was so visibly expressed in 
him, so plainly seen by so many people ! Every heart is 
softened and every eye dimmed as the innocent child 
passes on his way to his grave. The band of God's angel 
is on him ; he is no longer altogether of this world. The 
imagination which could picture and present thb myste- 
rious haze of feeling, through which the narrative moves, 
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faftlf like a reality, half like a dream, is that of a trac poet, 
and of a great one. 

What evea tho loss of his son could not eSect ia Mr. 
Dombcy is to be accomplished in the progress of the story 
by a yet stronger agency than sorrow. His pride ia to be 
hnmbled to the dust, where he is to be sought and raised 
up by the tove of his despised and ill-ased daughter. 
Upon the relations between this pair, accordingly, it was 
necessary for the author to expend the greatest care, and 
upon the treatment of those relations the criticism to 
I which the character of Mr. Dombey has been so largely 
f subjected mast substantiHlJy turn. The unfavourable judg- 
ments passed upon it have, in my opinion, not been alto- 
gether unjust. The problem obviously was to show how 
the father's cold indiflorence towards the daughter gradu- 
ally becomes jealousy, as he finds that upon her is concen- 
trated, first, the love of bis innocent tittle son, and then 
that of his haughty second wife; and how hereupon this 
jealousy deepens into hate. But, unless we are to suppose 
that Mr. Dombey haled his daughter from the first, the 
disfavour shown by him on her account to young Walter 
Gay remains without adequate explanation. His dislike 
' of Florence is not manifestly founded upon his jealousy 
of what Mrs. Chick calls her brother's " infatuation " for 
; and the main motives at work in the unhappy man 
I are either not very skilfully kept asunder, or not very in- 
I telligibly intermixed. Nor are the later stages of the re- 
[ lations between father and daughter altogether satisfacto- 
f rily conceived. The momentary yielding of Mr. Dombey, 
I after his "coming home" with his new wife, is natural 
I and touching ; but his threat to visit his daughter with 
[■ the consequences of her step-mother's conduct is sheer bru- 
t tality. The passage in which Mr. Dombey's nltimatuu to 



Mrs, Dombey in conveyed by him in ber presence tlirough 
H third person ia so artificial as to fall not very far 
short of atisQrdity, The cloBiag aceno which leads to the 
flight of Florence is nndeniably powerful ; but it h the 
development of the relations between the pMf in which 
the art of the author is in my judgment occusionally at 
fault. 

As to the general e&ect of the latter part of the story I 
— or rather of its main plot — which again has been eon- 1 
demncd as melodramatic and unnatural, a distinction should J 
bo drawn between its incidentB and ita eharactera. 
ther Edith Dombey nor Mr. Carker is a character of real J 
life. The pride of the former comes verj' near to bad I 
breeding, and her lapses into sentiment seem artificial lapses, f 
How differently Thackeray would have managed the " high A 
words " betweea ber and her frivolous mother 1 how differ- 
ently, for that matter, he has managed a not altogether dis- 
similar scene in the Newcomes between Ethel Newcome and 
old Lady Kewl As for Mr. -Carker, with his white t 
and glistening gums, who calls his unhappy brother " Span* I 
tel," and contemplates a life of sensual ease in Sicily, he I 
has the semi-reality of the stage. Possibly the Frenoi I 
stage had helped to surest the ichne de la piece betweea 1 
the fugitives at Dijon — an effective situation, but one which i 
many a novelist might have worked out not less skilfully 
than Dickens. His own master-hand, however, re-as8ert« \ 
itself in the wondrously powerful narrative of Carker'a 
flight and death. Here again he excites terror— as ii 
same book he had evoked pity — by foreshadowing, with- 
out prematurely revealing, the end. We know what the i 
morning is to bring which riaes in awful tranquillity over 
the victim of his own sins; and, as In Turner's wild bat 
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powerful picture, the engine matlc hy the liinid of iDEtD for 
peaceful purposes seems a living agtnt i)f wrath.' 

No other of Dickens's books is more abundantly stocked 
than tLis with genuinely comic characters ; but nearly all 
of them, in accordance with the pathetic tone which is 
struck at the outset, and which never dies out till the story 
has nin its course, are in a more subdued strain of bumour. 
Lord JeSrey was, I think, warranted in his astonishment 
that Dickena should devote so much pains to characters 
like Mrs. Chick and Miss Toe. Probably the habit re- 
mained with him from his earliest times of authorship, 
when he had not always distinguished very accurately W 
Ltween the humorous and the bizarre. But Polly and the 
^I-oodles household, Mrs. Pipchin and her " select infan- 
E hoarding-house," and the whole of Doctor Blimber's 
establishment, from the Doctor himself down to Mr. Toote, 
and up again, in the scale of intellect, to Mr. Feeder, B. A., 
are among the roost admirable of all the great humourist's 
V ereatdouB. Against this ample provision for her poor little 
Bbrother's nursing and training Florence has to set but her 
isan Nipper; but she is a host in herself, an ubs<.>- 
lotely original character among the ihousands of aoubrettei 
,t are known to comedy and fiction, and one of the bent 
houic mixtures ever composed out of much humour and 
■not a few grains of pathos. Her tartness has a cooling 
your of its own; but it is the Mrs, Pipchinsos only 

' It U, perbapG, worth pointing Ait, though it ia not Hurprising, 

it DiefeBQfl had a strong aenaa of what I may cull the poetrj o( 

Elhe railvay-train. Of the effect of tho weird Sigjvilman's Siorg In 

P'Ooe of hia ChristmaB nunibera it is not very eaaj to rid ons'a eeU. 

There are excellent descriptions of the rajMity of t, railway journey 

la Ihe first c1i]kpter of Tlie Lazy Thur, and io another Houiholi 

Worth paper, culled A Flight, 
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upon whom ebe acts, as their type acted upon her, " like 
early gooseberries." Of course she has a favonrite figure of 
speech belonging to herself, which rhetoricians would prob- 
ably class among the figures " Wt-rkiug by Burplusage :" 

" ' Tour Toies and your Chiokses nmj draw out ray two front 
double teeth, Ura. Ricbarde, but that's no reason wb; I need offer 
'em the whole set.' " 

Dickens was to fall very largely into this habit of " la- 
belling" his characters, as it has been called, by particolar 
tncks or terras of speech ; And there ia a certain eioess 
in this direction already in Dombey and Son, where not 
only Miss Nipper and Captain Cuttle and Mr. Toots, but 
Uajor Bagstoct too and Cousin Feenix, are thus furnished 
forth. But the invention is still so fresh and the play of 
bnmour so varied, that this mannerism cannot be said aa 
yet seriously to disturb them. A romantic charm of a pe- 
cnliar kind clings to honest Captain Cuttle and the quaint 
home over which he mounts guard during the absence of 
its owner. The nautical colouring and concomitant fnn 
apart — for only Smollett could have drawn Jack Bunsby'a 
fellow, though the character in his hands would have been 
differently accentuated — Dickens has never approached 
more neariy to the manner of Sir Walter Scott than in 
this singularly attractive part of his book. Elsewhere 
the story passes into that sphere of society in describing 
which Dickens was, as a novelist, rarely very successful. 
But though Edith is cold and unreal, there is, it cannot 
be denied, human nature in the pigments and figments of 
her hideous old mother ; and, to outward appearance at all 
events, the counterparts of her apoplectic admirer, Major 
Bagstock, still pace those pavements and promenades 
which it suits them to frequent. Cousin Feenii is like- 
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vise very far from imposaible, and is basidoB cxtremeljr 
delightful — and a good fellow too at bottom, bo tliat tLa 
sting of the satire is here taken away. On the other hand, 
tbe meeting between the mm et parckemins at Mr. Dom- 
bey's honse is quite out of focus. 

The book has other heights and depths, and pleasant 
and unpleasant parts and paBsages. But enough haa heeo 
said to recall the exuberant creative force, and the marvel- 
loDS strength of pathos and humour nhich Dombfy and 
Son proves that Dickens, now near the very height of his 
powers as a writer of fiction, posseaacd. In one of his 
public readings many years afterwards, when lie was re- 
citing the adventures of Little Dombey, ho narratos that 
"a very good fellow," whom he noticed in the stalls, could 
not refrain from wiping the tears out of hia eyes as often 
as he thought that Toots was coming on. And just as 
Toots had become a reality to this good fellow, bo Toots 
and Toots's little friend, and divers other personages iu 
this story, have become realities to half the world that 
reads the English tongue, and to many besides. What 
higher praise could he given to this wonderful book ) Of 
all the works of its author none has more powerfully and 
more permanently taken hold of the imagination of its 
leadera. Though he conjured up only pictures familiar to 
DB from the aspect of our own streets and our own homoB, 
he too wielded a wizard's wand. 

After the success of Dombey it might have socmed that 
nothing further was wanting to crown the prosperity of 
Dickens's literary career. "While tbe publication of this 
■tory was in progress he had concluded arrangements for 
the issue of bis collected writings, in a cheap edition, which 
began in the year 1B47, and which he dedicated "to the 
English people, in whose approval, if the books 1: 
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in spirit, they will live, and out of whose memory, if tUey 
be falae, they will very soon di&" He who could thus 
proudly appeal to posterity was already, beyond all dia- 
pnte, the people's cbosen favourite among its men of let- 
ters. That position he was not to lose so long as ho 
lived ; but even at this time the height had not beeo 
reached to which (in the almost unanimous judgment of 
those who love his writings) he was in his next work to 
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"D4VID COPPERKBLD." 

[1847-1861.] 

I Tbs five years, reckoned roughly, from the beginning of 
[ 384V to the close of 1851, were most assoredly the season 
[ in which the genius of Dickens prodnccd its richest and 
t frnit. When it opened be was atill at work upon 
Dombey and Son; towards its end he was already en- 
I gaged apon the earliest portions of Bleak Hou»e. And it 
la during the interval that he produced a book cherished 
by himself with an affection difiering in kind, as well aa 
in degree, from the common fondness of an author for hti 
literary offspnng, and a pearl without a peer amongst the 
later fictions of our English school — David Copperfield. 
To this period also belong, it is true, not a few lesser pro- 
ductions of the same ready pen ; for the last of his Christ, 
mas books was written in 1848, and in 18S0 his weekly 
periodical, Household Words, began to run its course. 
There was much play too in these boay years, but all more 
or less of the kind which his good-humoured self-irony 
afterwards very correctly characterised : 

"'Fin;!' sail! Ttomaj Idle. 'Here ia A. man goEa ajstematically 
tesring himself to piecee, and putting himself through an Incec 
course of training, as if he were always under articles to (ig 
match for the champioD's belt, and he calls it "Play." Ftajl 



claimed Thonuu Idle, scorofullj cflntempUtEng hU one boot in HuM 
air; 'jou can't play. You don't knov what il is. Ton make iT0lk,T 
of eTerything !' " 

" A iDan," added tbe same easy philosoplier, " who c 
do Dotbtng by halves appears to me to be a fi'arful maa.** ■ 
And as at all times in Dickens's life, so most emphatically I 
in these years when bis physical powers seemed ready tofl 
meet every demand, and tbe elasticity of bis mind seemed J 
equal to every effort, he did nothing by halves. Within f 
tbia short space of time not only did be write his best 
book, and conduct a weekly journal of solid merit throogh 
its most trying stage, but be also established bis reputa- 
tion as one of the best " unpolitical " speakers in the coun- 
try; and at an amateur actor and manager successfully : 
weathered what may be called three theatrical seasons, t 
the labours and glories of which it would be difficult ti 
find a parallel even in tbe records of that moat exacting 
of all social amusements. One likes to think of him in 
these years of vigorous manhood, no longer tbe fair youth 
with tbe flowing locks of Maelise'a charming portrait, bnt i 
not yet, I suppose, altogether the commanding and rather ' < 
Btem presence of later years. Mr. Frith's portrait was not 
pmnted till 1869, by wbieb time the face occasionally had 
a more set expression, and the entire personality a more 
weather-beaten appearance, than this well-known picture 
suggests. But even eight years before this date, when 
Dickens was acting in Lord Lytton's comedy tbe part of a 
young man of mode, Mr. Sala's well-known comparison of 
his outward man to " some prosperous sea-captain home 
from a sea-voyage," was thought applicable to him by 
another shrewd observer, Mr. R. H. Home, who says that, 
faabionabie " make-up " notwithstanifmg, " be presented a 
figure that would have made a good portrait of a Dutch 
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privateer after having taken a capital prize." And in 
1856 Ary Scheffer, to whom when sitting for his portrait 
he had excused himself for being a difficult subject, " re- 
ceived the apology a.i strictly his due, and said, with a 
vexed air, * At this moment, mon cher Dickens, you look 
more like an energetic Dutch admiral than anything else ;' 
for which 1 apologised again." Id 1853, in the sympa- 
thetic neighbourhood of Boulogne, he was " growing a 
muBtache," and, by 1856, a beard of the Henri Qvalre 
tj^e had been added ; but even before that time wo may 
well believe that he was, as Mr. Sula says, " one of the few 
men whose individuality was not effaced by the mournful 
conventionality of evening-dress." Even in moming-dreas 
he nnconaciously contrived, bom actor as he was, to have 
something unusual about him ; and, if report speaks the 
truth, even at the sea-aide, when moat prodigal of ease, be 
was careful to dress the character. 

The five years of which more especially I am speaking 
brought hint repeatedly face to face with the public, and 
within hearing of the applause that was becoming mora 
and more of a necessity to him. They were thus unmis- 
takably amongst the very happiest years of his life. The 
shadow that was to fall upon his home can hardly yet 
have been visible even in the dim distance. For this the 
young voices were too many and too fresh around him be- 
hind the garden-wall in Devonshire Terrace, and amongst 
the aatumnal corn on the cliSs at Broadetairs. " They 
are all in great force," he writes to his wife, in September, 
1850, and "much excited with the expectation of receiv- 
ing you on Friday ;" and I only wish I bad space to quote 
the special report sent on this occasion to the absent 
mother concerning her precocious three-year-old. What 
sorrowful experiences he la these years underwent wera 
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such as few men escape amongst tbe chances of life. In 
1648 he lost the sister who had been the campaoion of 
his earliest days, and three years later his father, whom he 
had learned to respect as well as love. Not long after- 
wards his little Dora, the youngest of hia fiock, was sud- 
denly taken from liiin. Meanwhile, bis old friends clung 
to him. Indeed, I never heard that he lost the afioction 
of any one who had been attached to him ; and thongh 
the circle of bis real iatimates was never greatly wi- 
llenod, yet ho was on friendly or even familiar terms with 
many whose names belong to the history of their times. 
Amongst these were the late Lord Lytton — then Sir Ed- 
ward BuJwer Lytton — whose splendid abilities were still 
devoted mainly to literary labours, and between whom and 
Dickens there were more points of contrast than might at 
first sight appear. Of Thackeray, too, be seems to have 
been coming to know more ; and with Leech, more espe- 
cially during a summer sojourn of both their families at 
Bonchurcb, in 1849, he grew intimate. Mr. Monckton 
Milnes — then, and since as Lord Houghton, semper amicus, 
semper kospes both to successful merit and to honest en- 
deavour — Lord Carlisle, and others who adorned the great 
world under more than one of its aspects, were, of course, 
welcome friends and acquaintances; and even Carlyle oc- 
casionally foand Lis way to the bouse of his staunch ad- 
mirer, though he might declare that he was, in the lan- 
guage of Mr. Peggotty's house-keeper, " a lorn lone creat- 
ure, and everything went contrairy with him." 

It is not very easy to describe the personal habits of a 
man who is found seeing the spring in at Brighton and 
the autumn out at Eroadetairs, and in the interval " stroll- 
ing" through the chief towns of the kingdom at the head 
of a large company of ladies and gentlemen, according to 
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I the deacription which he put into Mrs. Gamp's mouth, 

' "with a great box of papers under his arm, a-talking to 

everybody wery indistinct, and exciting of himself dread- 
I fnl." £nt since under ordinary circa instances be made, 

I even in outward matters and arrangemonta of detail, a 

home for himself wherever he was, and as a rule cared lit- 
tle for the society of companions whose ideas and ways of 
life were foreign to his own, certain habits had become 
second nature to him, and to others he adhered with so- 
phiatieal tenacity. He was an early riser, if for no other 
reason, because every man in whose work imagtna^OD 
plajs its part must sometimes be alone ; and Dickens has 
told us that there was to him something incomparably 
solemn in the etill solitude of the morning. But it was 
only osccptionally, and when hard-pressed by the necessi- 
ties of his literary labours, that he wrote before breakfast ; 
in general he was contented with the ordinary working 
hours of the morning, not often writing after lanchcon, 
and, except in early life, never in the evening. Ordinarily, 
when engaged on a work of fiction, he considered three of 
his not very large MS. pages a good, and four an escellent, 
day's work; and, while very careful in making his correc- 
tions clear and unmistakable, he never rewrote what a 
morning's labour had ultimately produced. On the other 
I hand, he was frequently slow in beginning a story, being, 

I as he himself says, affected by something like deaponden- 

I cy at such times, or, as he elsewhere humorously puts it, 

"going round and round the idea, as you see a bird in his J 

cage go about and about his sugar before he touches it." 
A temperate liver, he was at the same time a zealons dev- 
otee of bodily exercise. He had not as yet given up 
riding, and is found, in 1848, spending the whole of a 
March day, with Forster, Leech, and Mark Lemon, in rid- 
1 G 5 
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ing over every part of Salisbury Plain. Eat walking ex- 
ercise was at once his fort« and bis faaaticism. He is said 
to have constructed for himself a theory that, to every 
portion of tlie day given to intellectual labour should cor- 
respond an equal number of Lours spent in walking; and 
frequently, no doubt, he gave up his morning's chapter 
before he had begun it, " entirely persuading himself that 
he was under a moral obligation " to do his twenty miles 
on the road. By day he found in the London thorough- 
fares stimulative variety, and at a later date be states it 
to be " one of his fancies that eves his idlest walk must 
bave its appointed destination ;" and by nigbt, in seasons 
of intellectual excitement, he found in these same streets 
the refreshment of isolation among crowds. But the 
walks be loved best were long stretehcs on the cliffs or 
across the downs by the sea, where, following the track of 
his " breathers," one half expects to meet him coming 
along against the wind at four and a half miles an hour, 
the very embodiment of energy and brimful of life. 

And besides this energy he carried with him, whereso- 
ever he pitched his tent, what was the second cause of his 
extraordinary success in so much of the business of life as 
it fell to him to perform. He hated disorder as Sir Arte- 
gal hated injustice ; and if there was anything against 
which he took np his parable with burning indignation, It 
was slovenliness, and half-done work, and " shoddiness " of 
all kinds. His love of order made him always the most reg- 
nlar of men. "Everything with him," Miss Hogarth told 
me, " went aa by clock-work; bis movements, his absences 
from home, and the times of bia return were all fixed be- 
forehand, and it was seldom that he failed to adhere to 
what he had Gxed." Like most men endowed with a 
«uperfiiiity of energy, he prided himself on his punctual- 
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itj. Ke could not live in & room or in a house till he 
had piit every piece of furniture into its proper place, 
nor could he begin to work till all bis writing^ear was at 
band, with no item miasiDg ot misplaced. Yet he did not, 
like so many, combine with these habits and tendencies a 
saving disposition. "No man," he »aid of himself, "at- 
taches less importance to the possession of money, or less 
dispar^ement to tlie want of it, then I do." Eia circum- 
stances, though easy, were never such as to warrant a dis- 
play to which, perhaps, certain qualities -. f his character 
Blight have inclined him ; even at a much later date be 
described himself — rather oddly perhaps — as " a man of 
moderate savings, always :upporting a very espenaive pub- 
lic position." But, so far aa I can gather, he n'ver bad 
a reasonable want which he could not and did not ^rtisfy, 
though at the same time he cared for very few of the 
pursuits ot amusements that are apt to drain much larger 
resources than his. He never had to think twice about 
country or sea-side quarters ; wherever it might suit his 
purpose or fancy to choose them, at one of his south-coast 
haunts or, for hia wife's health, at Malvern, thither he 
vent ; and when the whim seized him for a trip en garjon 
to any part of England or to Paris, he had only to bid the 
infallible Anne pack hia trunk. lie was a provident as 
well as an affectionate father; but the cost of educating 
faia numerous family seems to have caused him no serious 
anxiety. In 1849 he sent his eldest son to Eton. And 
while he had sworn a kind of vendetta against begging-let^ 
ter writers, and afterwards used to parry the attacks of hia 
pertinacions enemies by means of carefully-prepared writ- 
ten forms, his hand seems to have been at all times open 
for charity. 

Some of these personal characteristics of Dickens were 



to be brought out with remarkable vividness during the 
period of (lis life which forms the special sobject of the 
present chapter. Never was he more thoroughly himself 
than as a theatrical m^in^er and actor, surrouDded by 
congenial nssociates. He starred it to bis heart's content 
at the ooontry seat of Ida kind Lausanne friends, Mr. and 
Mrs. Watson. But the first occasion on which he became 
publicly known in both the above-mentioned capacities 
was the reproduction of the amateur performance oi Every 
Man in his Humour. This time the audiences were to 
be in Manchester and Livcrpcoi, where it was hoped that 
a golden harvest might be reaped for Leigh Hunt, who 
was at that time in tiore straits. As it chanced, a civil- 
list pension was juat r.boul this time — 1847— conferred 
upon the most unaffectedly graceful of all modern writers 
of English verse. It was accordingly resolved to divert 
part of the proceeds of the undertaking in favour of a 
worthy playwright, the ;;Qthor of Paul Pry. The com- 
edy was acted with brilliant success at Manchester, on July 
26, and at larerpool two days later , and then the " man- 
agerial miseries," which Dickens had enjoyed with his 
whole heart and soul, were over for the nonce. Already, 
however, in the following year, 1848, an excellent reason 
was found for their recommencement; and nine perform- 
ances of Ben Jonson's play, this time alternated with 
The Merry Wives of Windsor, were given by Dickens's 
"company of amateurs" — the expression is his own — at 
the Haymarket, and in the theatres of five of the lai^et 
towns in the kingdom, for the benefit of Sheridan Knowles. 
Nothing could have been more honourable than Dickens's 
readiness to serve the interests of an actor with whom, bat 
for his own generous temper, he would only a few months 
before have been involved ia a wordy quarrel In Tht 
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Merry Wium, the manager acted Justice Shallow to Mark 
Lemon's FalstafE. Dame Quickly was played bj Mrs. 
Cowdea Clarto, who speedily became a favourite corre- 
Bpondeut of Dicbens. But the climax of these excite- 
ments arrived in the year of wonders, 1851, when, with a 
flourish of trumpets resounding through the world of 
fashion as well as of letters, the comedy Not so Bad, as 
We Seem, written for the occasion by Bulwer Lytton, was 
performed andor Dickens's management at Devonshire 
House, in the presence of the Queen, for the benefit of 
the Guild of Literature and Art. The object was a noble 
one, though the ultimate result of the scheme has beea an 
almost pitiable failure ; and nothing was spared, by tho 
host or the actors, to make the effect worthy of it While 
some of the most popular men of letters took parts in the 
clever and effective play, its scenery was painted by some 
of tho most eminent among the English artists. Djckeus 
waa fired by the ardour of the enterprise, and, proceeding 
on hia principle that the performance could not possibly 
" be a success if tho smallest pepper-corn of arrangement 
were omitted," covered himself and his associates with 
glory. From Devonshire House play and theatre were 
transferred to the Hanover Square Rooms, where the 
farce of Mr. IfightingaU's Diary waa included in the per- 
formance, of which some vivid reminiscences have been 
published by one of the few survivors of that noble com- 
pany, Mr. R. H. Home. Other accounts corroborate his 
recollections of the farce, which was the triumph of " gag," 
SDd would have been reckoned a masterpiece Id the old 
eotnmedia delP arte. The characters played by Dickens 
included Sam Weller turned waiter; a voluble barrister 
by the name of Mr. Gabblewig ; a. hypochondiiac suffering 
from a prescription of mustard and milk: the Gampisb 
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mother of a charity-boy (Mr. Egg) ; and her brother, a 
atone-deaf old sextoD, who appeared to be " at least ninety 
years of age." The last-named aaaumjDtion seema to have 
been singularly effective: 

"After repeated BhoutingB ('It's of no use whispering lo me, joimg 
man') of the word 'buried' — 'Srewedl Oh yeB,Bir,l have brewed 
many a good gallon of ale in mj time. The last batch 1 brewed, air, 
waa finer than all the real — (he beat ale ever brewed in the countf. 
It used to be called in our parts here "Samson with hia hair on!" 
tu allusion' — here his excitement shook the tremulous frame into 
coughing and wheedng — ' in allusion to its great strength.' He look- 
ed from face to face to see if his feat was duly appreciated, and hia 
renerable jeet understood bj those around ; aod then, aoftlj repeat- 
bg, with a glimmering smile, ' in allusion to its great strength,' he 
lumed about, and made hia exit, Uke one moving towards his own 
grave while be thinks he is following the funeral of another." 

From London the company travelled into the country, 
irhere their series of perfornaancea was not closed till late 
in the socceeding year, 1853. Dickens was from first to 
last the manager, and the ruling spirit of the undertaking. 
Amongst hia latest recrnits Mr. Wilkie Collins is specially 
mentioned by Forater. The acqoaintance which thas be- 
gan aoon ripened into a close and lasting friendship, and 
became, with the exception of that with Forster himself, 
the most important of all Dickens'a personal intimacies 
for the hisV>ry of hia career aa an author. 

Speech-making was not in quite the same sense, or to 
quite tbe same degree, as amateur acting and managing, a 
voluntary labour oa Dickens's part Not that he was one 
of those to whom the taak of occasionally addressing a 
public audience is a pain or even a burden. Indeed, he 
was a bom orator; for he posaessed both that strong and 
elastic imaginative power which enables a man to place 
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Himself at once in aympathy with hia audience, and tbat 
gift of speech, pointed, playfal, and where necessary im- 
petuous, which pleads well ia any assembly for any cause. 
He had moreover the personal qualificationa of a hand- 
some manly presence, a sympathetic eye, and a fine flexihls 
voice, which, as his own hinta on pubUc speaking show, 
be managed with care and intclligeDCc. He had, he aaya, 
"foQght with beasts (oratorically) in divers arenas." But 
though a speaker in whom ease bred force, and force ease, 
he was the reverse of a mere huiider of phrases and 
weaver of pHjriods. " Mere holding forth," he declared, 
"I utterly detest, abominate, and abjure." His innate 
hatred of talk for mere talk's sake had doubtless been 
intensified by his early reporting experiences, and by what 
had become hia stereotyped notion of our parliamentary- 
system. At the Administration Kcform meeting in 185S 
he stated that he had never before attended a public meet 
ing. On the other hand, he had been for already several 
years in great request for meetings of a different Mud, 
concerned with the establishment or advancement of edu- 
cational or charitable institntions in London and other 
great towns of the coantry. His addresses from the chair 
vere often of remarkable excellence ; and this not merely 
because crowded halls and increased subscription-lists were 
their concomitants, and because the happiness of hia hu- 
mour — never out of season, and even on such occasions 
often singularly prompt — scut every one home in good 
spirits. In these now forgotten speeches on behalf of 
Athenieums and Mechanics' Institutes, or of actors' and 
artists' and newsmen's charities, their occasional advocate 
never appears occasional. Instead of seeming to hava 
jost mastered hia brief while the audience was taking ita 
Beats, or to have become for the first time deeply inter 



eated ia bU subject in the interval between bis sonp and 
bis speech, the cause wbicb Dickens pleads never has ia 
him either an imperfectly informed or a half-indifierent 
representative. Amongst many charming illustrations of a 
vein of oratory in wblch he has been equalled by very few 
if by any public men of bis own or the succeeding genera- 
tion, I will instance only one address, though it belongs 
to a considerably later date than the time of David Cop- 
perjieid. Nothing, however, that Dickens has ever writ- 
ten — not even David Copperfield itself — breathes a ten- 
derer sympathy for the weakness of unprotected cbild- 
hood than the beautiful little speech delivered by him on 
February 9, 1858, on behalf of the Loudon Hospital for 
Sick Children. Beginning with some touches of hnmouF 
oonceming the spoilt children of the rich, the orator goes 
on to speak of the " spoilt children " of the poor, illustrat- 
ing with concrete dbectneea both tbe humorous and the 
pathetic side of his subject, and after a skilfully introduced 
sketch of the capabilities and wants of tbe " infant institn- 
tion" for which he pleads, ending with an appeal, found- 
ed on a fancy of Charles Lamb, to the support of tbe 
"dream-children" belonging to each of his hearers: "the 
dear child you love, tbe dearer child you bave lost, the 
child you nilgbt have had, the child you certainly have 
been." This is true eloquence, of a kind which aims at 
something besides opening purse-strings. In 1851 be had 
spoken In the samo vein of mixed htimonr and pathos 
on behalf of his clients, the poor actors, when, unknown 
to him, a little child of Lis own was lying dead at 
home. But in these years of his life, as indeed at all 
times, his voice was at tbe service of such causes as had 
bis sympathy ; it was heard at Birmingham, at Leeds, 
at Glasgow , distance was of little moment to bis enep 
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getic nature; aod as to trouble, how conld lie do aaj- 
thing by haJres ^ 

There was yet a third kind of activity, distinct from 
that of literary work pure and simple, in which Dickens 
in these years for the first time Hystematically engaged. 
It baa been Been how he hod long cherished the notion of 
a periodic^ conducted by bimaelf, and marked by a unity 
of design which should make it in a more than ordinary 
sense hie own paper. With a gcnias like his, which at^ 
tached itself to the concrete, very much depended at the 
outset upon the choice of a title. The Cricket could not 
serve again, and for some time the notion of an omnipres- 
ent Shadow, with something, if possible, tacked to it "ex- 
pressing the notion of its being cheerful, useful, and al- 
ways welcome," seamed to promise encellently. For a 
rather less ambitious design, however, a rather less ambi- 
tious title was sought, and at last fortunately found, in the 
phrase, rendered proverbial by Shakspeare, ^'Household 
Wordt.'''' " We hope," ha wrote a few weeks before tha 
first number appeared, on March 30, 1650, "to do some 
solid good, and we mean to be as cheery and pleasant as 
we can." But Mousekold Wards, which in form and in 
coat was to be a paper for the multitude, was to be some- 
thing more than agreeable and useful and cheap. It was 
to help in casting out the many devils that had taken np 
their abode in popular periodical literature, the " bastards 
of the Mountain," and the foul fiends who dealt in infa- 
mous scurrility, and to do tliis with the aid of a charm 
more potent than the most lucid argument and the most 
abundant facts. " In the bosoms of the young and old, 
of the well-to-do and of the poor," says the Prelimiwlry 
Word in the first number, "wo would tenderly cherish 
that light of fancy which is inherent in the human 
6* 1« 
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breaat" To this pnrpose it was the editor's constant and 
deliberate endeavour to bind his paper. " Keep ' Houbk* 
HOLD Worbb' iMAOiNATiVB !" is the "solemn and con- 
tinual Conductorial Injunction" which three years aft^ 
the foundation of the journal he impresses, with the artful 
aid of capitals, upon his faithful coadjutor, Mr, W, H. 
Wills. In his own contributions he was not foi^etful of 
this maxim, and the most important of them, the aerial 
story, Hard Times, waa written with the express intention 
of pointing it as a moral. 

There are, I suppose, in addition to the many mysterioiia 
functions performed by the editor of a literary journal, 
two of the very highest significance; in the first place, the 
choice of his contributors, and then, if the expression may 
be used, the management of them. In both respects but 
one opinion seems to exist of Dickens's admirable qualities 
as an editor. Out of the many contributors to Household 
Words, and its kindred Buccessor, All the Year Mound — ■ 
some of whom are happily still among living writers — it 
would be invidious to select for meution a few in proof of 
the editor's discrimination. But it will not be forgotten 
that the first number of the earlier journal contained the 
beginning of a tale by Mrs. Gasfcell, whose name will long 
remain a household word in England, both North and 
South. And a periodical could hardly be deemed one- 
aided which included among its contributors scholars and 
writers of the distinction belonging to the names of Forster 
and Mr. Henry Morley, together with humorous observers 
id things such as Mr. Sala and Albert Smith. On 
the other hand. Household Words had what every literary 
jonmal ought to have, an individuality of its own ; and 
this individuality was, of course, that of its editor. The 
mannerisms of Dickens's style afterwards came to be Imr 
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itaUd by some among bis caDti'ibutors ; but the general 
unity perceptible in the jonrnal was tbe nataral and legiti- 
mate result of tbe fact that it stood under tbe independent 
control of a vigorous editor, assisted by a sub-editor — Mr. 
W. H. Wills — of rare trustworthiness. Dickens bad a teen 
eye for selecting subjects from a deGnite field, a ready skill 
for shaping, if necessary, the articles accepted hy him, and 
a genius for providing thorn with expressive and attractiva 
titles. Fiction and poetry apart, these articles have mostly 
a social character or bearing, although they often deviata 
into the pleasant paths of literature or art ; and usually, 
but by no means always, the scenes or associations with 
which they connect theraselvea are of England, English. 

Nothing could surpass the nnflagging courtesy shown 
by Dickens towards his contributors, great or small, old or 
new, and his patient interest in their endeavours, while he 
conducted Household Words, and afterwards All the Year 
Round. Of this there is evidence enough to make the 
records of the office in Wellington Street a pleasant page 
in the history of journalism. He valued a good workman 
when he found him, and was far too reasonable and gener- 
ous to put his own stamp ufioa all the good metal that 
passed through his hands, Eveu in his Christmas Num- 
bers he left the ntraost possible freedom to his associates. 
Where he altered or modified it was as one who had come 
to know the pulse of the public ; and he was not less con- 
siderate with novices, than he was frank and explicit with 
experts, in the writer's art. The articles in his journal be- 
ing anonyi^ous, he was not tempted to use names as b.-iits 
for the public, though many who wrote for bim were men 
or women of high literary reputation. And he kept his 
doors open. While some editors deem it their duty to 
ward off would-be contributors, as some ministers of state 
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think it theirs to get rid of deputations, Dickens sought to 
ignore instead of jealously gnarding the boundaries of pro- 
feaaional literature. Nothing in this way ever gave him 
greater delight than to have welcomed and published sev- 
and poems sent to him under a feigned name, but which 
he afterwards discovered to be the first-fruits of the charm- 
ing poetical talent of Miss Adelnide Procter, the daughter 
of his old friend " Barry Cornwall." 

In the preparation of hia own papers, or ot those which, 
like the Christmas Numbers, he composed conjointly with 
one or more of his familiars, he spared no labour and 
thought no toil too great At times, of course, he, like all 
periodical writers who cannot be merry every Wednesday 
or caustic every Saturday, fett the pressure of the screw. 
"Aa to two comic articles," he exclaims on one occasion, 
" or two any sort of articles, out of me, that's the inteDsest 
extreme of no-goism." But, as a rule, no great writer ever 
ran more gaily under his aelf-imposed yoke. His "Un- 
commercial Travels," as he at a later date happily chris- 
tened them, familiarised him with whatever parts or aspects 
of London bis long walks had still left unexplored ; and 
he was as couscicntioua in hunting up the details of a com- 
plicated subject as in finding out the secrets of an obscure 
pursuit or trade. Accomplished antiijuarians and " com- 
missioners " assisted him in his labours ; but he was no rot 
faineant on the editorial sofa which he so complacently 
describes. Whether he was taking A Walk in a Wwk- 
houae, or knocking at the door of another with the super- 
numerary waifs in Whitechapel, or On (night) Sutif teith 
Inspector Field among the worst of the London slums, he 
.Iways ready to see with his own eyes ; after which 
the photographic power of his pen seemed always capable 
of doing the rest. Occasionally be treats topics more 
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properly journalistic, bat Ke*'is Jnbst .delightful wLen he 
takes hia ease in hia Eitgliih 6i ids •Prenck Watering 
place, or carries his readers with hits -on ^ Flight to 
Paris, bringing before them, as it were, in brearflfe?s .snc- 
cesaion, every ineli of the familiar jonrney. Ha*ppief;lt' of. 
all is he wheu, with his fricDd Mr, Wjlkie Collins — ^tfefls/ . 
however, not until the autumn of 1857 — be atarta on 7%e ' 
Lazy Tour of Two Idle Apprentices, the earlier chapters 
of which furnish some of the best Hpecimena of hia moat 
humorous prose. Neither at the same time doea he forget 
himself to enforce the claim of his journal to strengthen 
the imaginary side of literature. In an assumed character 
he allows a veteran poet to carry him JBt/ Mail to Par- 
naggua, and even good-huraouredly banters an old friend, 
George Crnikshank, for having committed Frauds on the 
Fairies by re-editing legendary lore with the view of in- 
cnlcatiag the priaciple of total ahstinence. 

Such, then, were some of tbe channels in which the in- 
tense mental and physical energy of Dickens found a con- 
genial outlet in these busy years. Yet in the very midst 
of this mnltifarions activity the mysterious and controlling 
power of hia genius enabled him to collect himself for the 
composition of a work of fiction which, aa I have already 
said, holds, and will always continue to hold, a place of its 
own among its works, " Of all ray books," he declares, 
" I like thia the best. It will be easily believed that I am 
a fond parent to every child of my fancy, and tbat no one 
can ever love that family aa dearly as I love them. But, 
like many fond parents, I have in my heart of hearts a 
favourite child — and his name is David Copfbkpikld !" 
He parted from the story with a pang, and when in after 
life he returned to its pemsal, he was hardly able to 
master the emotions which it recalled; perhaps even b9 
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hardly knew what tjie :'efEoff ■ df its production had cost 
him. _ .■"■, "'■. ■■ 

The firKt h_am5wof David Copperjield was published 
in Maj'/:J'849X.the last in November, 1850. To judge 
£joih;'lbe"difBcnltj which Dickens found in choosing a 
tiflb for hia story — of which difficulty plentiful evidence 
Temains in MS. at South Kensington — he must have been 
fuD to delay longer even than usual on the threshold. 
In the end the name of the hero evolved itself out of a 
series of tntDsfonnations, from Trotfield and Trothury to 
Copperboy, Copperetone — "CopperfuU" being reserved 
as a lectio varians for Mrs. Cmpp — and Copperjield. 
Then at last the pen could fall seriously to work, and, 
proceeding slowly at first — for the first page of the MS. 
contains a great number of alterations — dip itself now 
into black, now into blue ink, and in a small writing, al- 
teady contrasting with the bolder hand of earlier days, 
produce page upon page of an incomparable book. No 
doubt what so irresistibly attracted Dickens to David Cop- 
perjield, and what has since fascinated many readers, more 
or less conscious of the secret of the charm, is the auto- 
biographical element in the story. Until the pubHcation 
of Forster's Life no reader of Copperjield could be aware 
of the pang it must have coat Dickens to lay bare, though 
to unsuspecting eyes, the story of experiences which he 
had hitherto kept all but ahsolutcly secret, and to which 
his own mind could not recur without a quivering sen^- 
tivenesB. No reader could trace, as the memory of Dick- 
ens always must have traced, some of the most vivid of 
those experiences, imbued though they were with the 
tints of a delightfully playful humor, in the doings and 
dealings of Mr. Wilkins Micawher, whose original, by a 
strange coincidence, was passing tranquilly away out of 
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life, while bis comic coantcrpart was blossoming into a 
whimsical immortality. And no reader could dicine, 
what very probably even the author may hardly have venl- 
nred to confess to himself, that in the lovely little idyl 
of the loves of Doady and Dora — with Jip, as Dora's fa- 
ther might have said, intervening — there were, besides the 
rpmioiscences of an innocent javenile amour, the vestiges 
of a man's unconfcsaed tiioagt not altogether unrepreaaed 
diaappoiutment — the sense that " there was always some' 
thing wanting." But in order to be affected by a person- 
al or autobiographical element In a fiction or poem, it ia 
by no means necessary to be aware of its actual bearing 
and character, or even of its very esistcncc. Amelia 
would gain little by iJlustrative notes concerning the ex- 
periences of the first Mrs, Fielding. To excite in a work 
of fiction the peculiar kind of interest of which I am 
spealdng the existence of an autobiographical Bnbstratum 
need not be apparent in it, nor need its presence be even 
suspected. Enough, if it be there. But it had far better 
be away altogether, unless the novelist has so thoroughly 
fused this particular stream of metal with the mass filling 
his mould that the result is an integral artistic whole. 
Such was, however, the case with David Copperfield, which 
of all Dickens's fictions is on the whole the most perfect 
as a work of art. Personal reminiscences which lay deep 
in the author's breast are, as eSects, harmonised with local 
associations old and new. Thas, Yarmouth, painted in 
the story with singular poetic truthfulness, had only quite 
recently been seen by Dickens for the first time, on a 
holiday trip. His imagination still subdued to itself 
all the elements with which ho worked ; and, whatever 
may be thought of the construction of this story, none 
of his other books equals it ia that harmon; of tone ] 
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wbicti no artist con secure ualesa by recostiog si] his ma- 
terials. 

As to the couatnictioij of David Copperfield, however, 
I frankly confess that I perceive no serious fault in it. 
It is a story with & plot, and not merely a string of advents 
nres and experiences, like little Davy's old favourites np- 
stairs at BluDderstone. In the conduct of this plot blem- 
ishes may here and there occur. The boy's flight from 
London, and tho direction which it takes, are insufficiently 
acconnted for. A certain amount of obscurity, as well 
perhaps as of in) probability, pervades the relations between 
Uriah and the victim, round whom the unspcftkably slimy 
thing writhes and wriggles. On the other hand, the mere 
conduct of the story has much that is beautiful in it. 
Thus, there is real art in the way in which the scene of 
Barkis's death — written with admirable moderation — pre- 
pares for the "greater loss" at hand for the mourning 
family. And in the entire treatment of his hero's double 
love story Dickens has, to my mind, avoided that discord 
which, in spite of himself, jars upon the reader both in 
Simond and in Adam Bede. The best constructed part 
of David Copperfield is, however, unmistakably the story 
of Little Emily and her kinsfolk This is most skilfally 
interwoven with the personal experiences of David, of 
which — oseept in its very beginnings — it forms no integral 
part ; and throughout the reader is hannted by a presenti- 
ment of the coming catastrophe, though unable to divine 
the tragic force and justice of its actual accomplishment. 
A touch altered here and there in Steerforth, with the 
Rosa Dartle episode excluded or greatly reduced, and this 
part of David Copperfield might challenge comparison as 
to workmanship with the whole literature of modern 
fiction. 
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Of the idyl of Davy and Dora what shall I say ! Its 
earliest stagoa are full of the gayest comedy. "What, for 
inatauce, could surpass the history of the picnic — where 
was it? perhaps it was near Guildford. At that feast an 
imaginary rival, "Red Whisker," wade the salad — how 
conld they eat it? — and "voted himself into the charge 
of the wine-cellar, which he coTistrncted, being an ingenioua 
beast, in the hollow trunk of a, tree." Better still are the 
backward ripples in the course of true love ; best of all 
the deep wisdom of Miss Mills, in whose natore mental 
trial and suSering supplied, in some measnre, the place 
of years. In the narrative of the young house-keeping 
David's reu! trouble is most ekilfully mingled with the 
comic woes of the situation ; and thus the idyl almost im- 
perceptibly passes into the last phase, where the clouds 
dissolve in a rain of tears. The genius which conceived 
and executed these closing scenes was touched by a pity 
towards the fictitious creatures of his own imagination, 
which melted his own heart ; and thus his pathos is here 
irresistible. 

The inventive power of Dickens in none of his other 
books indulged itself so abundantly in the creation of ec- 
centric characters, but neither was it in any so admirably 
tempered by taste and feeling. It contains no character 
which could strictly be called grotesque, unless it be little 
Hiss Mowcher. Most of her outward peculiarities Dick- 
ens bad copied from a living original ; but receiving a re- 
monstrance from the latter, he good-hamoo redly altered 
the use he bad intended to make of the character, and 
thereby spoiled what there was in it — not much, in my 
opinion — to spoil. Mr. Dick belongs to a species of 
eccentric personages — mad people, in a word — for which 
Dickens as a writer had a carious liking; bnt though 
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tliere U conaequentlj no true humour in tbis chancte 
it helps to bring out the latent tendernesa in anotlu 
David's Aunt b a figure nliich none but a true hai 
Buch as Sterne or Dickeas could have drawn, and i 
mnat have spniug from the aathor's brain armed eap4t-p 
as tttie appeared in her garden before his little doubl 
Yet even Miss Betsey Trotwood was not altogether i 
tion of the fancy, foF at Broadstairs the locality i 
pointed out nhere the "one great outrage of her life**' 
was daily renewed. In the other chief charscters of ti 
story the author seems to rely entirely on natural tnithfut>J 
ness. He must have had many opportunities of noting tluil 
ways of seamen and fishermen, but the occupanta of the old 
boat near Yarmouth possess the typical characteristics witlll 
which the experience and the imagination of centuries hav*! 
agreed to credit the " salt " division of mankind. Again, 
be had had hU uwn experience of shabby-genteel life, and 
of the struggle which he had himself seen a happy and a 
buoyant temperament maintaining agaiaat a sea of trouble. 
But Mr. Micawber, whatever features may have been trans- 
ferred to him, is the type of a whole race of men who 
will not vanish from the face of the earth so long as the 
hope which lives eternal in the human breaat is only tem- 
porarily suspended by the laws of debtor and creditor, and 
is always capable of revival with the aid of a bowl of milk- 
punch. A kindlier and a merrier, a more humorous and 
a more genuine character was never conceived than this; 
and if anything was wanted to complete the comicality of 
the conception, it was the wife of his bosom with the 
twins at her own, and her mind made up not to desert Mr. 
Uicawber. Delightful too in bis way, though of a class 
more common in Dickens, is Tommy Traddles, the genial 
picture of whose married life in chambers in Gray's 
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with the dearest girl in the world and her five sisters, itt- 
cludiDg the beauty, on a visit, ma; have been Buggested 
by kindly personal reminiscenceB of youthful days. Id 
contrast to these characters, the shambling, fawning, vit 
lanoHs bypocriay of Uriah Heep is a piece of intense and 
elaborate workniaasbip, almost cruelly done without being 
overdone. It was in his figures of hypocrites that Dick- 
ens's satirical power most diversely displayed itself; and 
by the aide of Uriah Heep in this story, literally so in the 
prison-scene at the close, stands another species of the race, 
the valet Littimcr, a sketch which Thackeray himself cou'd 
not have surpassed. 

Thns, then, I must leave the book, with its wealth of 
pathos and humour, with the glow of youth still tinging 
its pages, but with the gentler mood of manhood pervading 
it from first to last. The reality of David Copperfield is, 
perhaps, the first feature in it likely to strike the reader 
new to its charms; but a closer acquaintance will produce, 
find familiarity will enhance, the sense of its wonderful 
art. Nothing will ever destroy the popularity of a work 
of which it can truly bo said that, while offering to hia 
muse s gift not less beautiful than precious, its authoi 
pat into it his life's blood. 
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\ HAVE Bpoken of both the intellcctaal and the physical 
vigour of Charles Diakens as at their height in the jesn 
of which the most enduring fruit was the most delightful 
of all his fictioDs. But there was no break in bis activity 
after the achievement of this or any other of his literary 
Buccesses, and he was never harder at work than during 
the seven years of which I am about to speak, although 
in this period also occasionally he was to be found hard 
at play. Its beginning saw him settled in his new and 
cheerfully-furnished abode at Tavistock House, of which 
he had taken possession in. October, 1851. At ite close 
he was master of the country residence which had beeu 
the dream of his childhood, but he had become a stranger 
to that tranquillity of mind without which no man's 
house is truly liis home. Gradually, but surely, things 
had then, or a little before, come to such a pass that he 
wrote to bis faithful friend : " I am become incapable of 
rest. I am quite confident I should rust, break, and die, 
if I spared myself. Much better to die, doing. What I 
am in that way Nature made me first, and my way of life 
has of late, alas! confirmed." Early in 1852 the yonng- 
Gst of his children had been born to him — the boy whose 
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babyhood once more revived in hira a tenderneHs the deptb 
of which no eccentric humoara and fantastic aobriguett 
conld conceal. In May, 1858, he had separated from the 
mother of his children ; and though self-eacrificing affec- 
tion was at hand to watch over them and him, yet that 
domestic life of which he had become the prophet and 
poet to liundrede of thouwnds was in its faireat and full- 
est form at an end for himself. 

In the earlier of these years Dickens's moTsmenta were 
still very much of the same kind, and varied much after 
the same fashion, as in the period described in my last 
chapter. In 1852 tbe series of amateur performances in 
the country was completed ; but time was found for a 
summer residence in Camden Crescent, Dover. Daring 
bis stay there, and during moat of his working bours in 
this and the following year — the spring of which was part- 
ly spent at Brighton — he waa engaged upon his new story. 
Bleak House, published in nnmbers dating from March, 
1852, to September, 1853. "To let you into a secret," be 
had written to his lively friend. Miss Mary Boyle, from 
Dover, " I am not quite sure that I ever did like, or ever 
shall like, anything quite so well as Copperjield. But I 
foresee, I think, some very good things in Bleak House." 
Tliere is no reason to believe that, by the general public, 
this novel was at the time of its publication a. whit less fa- 
vourably judged or leas eagerly read than its predecessor. 
According to the author's own testimony it " took extraor- 
dinarily, especially during the last five or six months " of 
its issue, and "retained its immense circulation from the 
first, beating dear old Copperfield by a round ten thonsand 
or more." To this day tbe book has its staunch friends, 
some of whom would perhaps be slow to confess by which • 
of the elements in tbe story tbey are most forcibly attract f 
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•d. On the other hand, Sleak House was probably the 
first of Dickens's works which furnished a suitable text to 
« class of censors whose precious balms have since dc- 
Mended npon his head with constant reiteration. The 
power of amnsing being graciously conceded to the "man 
«rf genins," his book was charged with " absolute want of 
eoDBtruction," and with being a heterogeneous compound 
made up of a meagre and melodramatic storj-, and a num- 
ber of " odd folks that have to do with a long Chancery 
Buit." Of the characters themselves it was asserted that, 
thongh in the main excessively funny, they were more like 
caricatures of the at^e than studies from nature. Some 
approval was bestowed npon particular figures, but rather 
as types of the influence of externals titan as real individ- 
aalities; and while the character of the poor crossing- 
■wecper was generously praised, it was regretted that Dick- 
ens should never have succeeded in drawing " a man or 
woman whose lot is cast among the high-bom or wealthy." 
He helonged, unfortunately, " in literature to the same claaa 
as his illustrator, Hablot Browne, in design, though he far 
■arpasses the illustrator in range and power." In other 
words, he was essentially a caricaturist. 

As applied to Bleak House, with which I am at present 
alone concerned, this kind of censure was in more ways 
than oao unjust. So far as constructive skill was con- 
cerned, the praise given by Forster to Bleak Home may 
be considered excessive; but there can be no doubt that, 
as compared, not with Pickwick and Nickhby, but with its 
immediate predecessor, David Copperfield, this novel ex- 
hibits a decided advance in that respect. In truth, Dickens 
in Bleak House for the first time emancipated himself 
from that form of novel which, in accordance with his 
great eighteenth-century favourites, he had hitherto mora 
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or leas consciously adopted — the novel of adventure, of 
which the person of the hero, rather than the machinery 
of the plot, fonns the connecting element. It may be that 
the influence of Mr. Wilkie Colhna was already strong npon 
him, and that the younger writer, whom Dickens was about 
this time praising for his unlikencBs to the " conceited idi- 
ots who snppose that volumes are to be tossed off like pan- 
cakes," was already teaching something to, as well as learn- 
ing something from, the elder. It may also be that the 
criticism which as editor of Household Words Dickens was 
Qow in the habit of judicionsly applying to the flctions of 
others, unconsciously aSected his own methods and proc- 
esses. Certain it is that from this point of view Bleak 
House may be said to begin a new series among hia works 
of fiction. The great Chancery suit and the fortunes of 
those concerned in it arc not a disconnected background 
from which the mystery of Lady Dedlock's secret stands 
forth in relief; but the two main parts of the story are 
skilfully interwoven as in a Spanish double-plot. Nor is 
the success of the general action materially affected by the 
cironraatance that the tone of Esther Suramerson's diary 
is not altogether true. At the same time there is indis- 
putably some unevennesa in the construction of Bleak 
House. It drags, and dragSi very perceptibly, in some of 
its earlier parts. On the other hand, the interest of the 
reader is strongly revived when that popular favourite, 
Mr. Inspector Bncket, appears on the scene, and when, 
more especially in the admirably vivid narrative of Esther's 
journey with the detective, the nearness of the catastrophe 
exercises its exciting influence. Some of the machinery, 
moreover — such as the Smallweed family's part in the plot 
—is tiresome ; and particular incidents are intolerably hor- 
rible or absurd — such as on the one hand the spontaneous 
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combustion (which is proved possible by the anali 
bistorical facts!), mid on the other the intnision of the oil- 
grinding Mr. Cbadliand into the solemn presence of SRr , 
Leicester Dedlock's grief. Bnt in general the parts of the 'i 
narrative are well knit togctlier; and there is a subtle skill ' 
in the way in which the two main parts of the story cod- ■ 
verge towards their common close. 

The idea of makbg an impersonal object like a gratt] 
Chaocery suit the centre round which a lai^e and maoi-a 
fold group of characters revolves, seetas to savour of fm 
drama rather than of a story. No doubt the theme sn^l 
geated, itself to Dickens with a very real parpose, and om S 
the basis of facta wliich be might well think warranted.! 
him in his treatment of it; for, tnio artist though h 
the thought of exposing some national defect, of helping to' J 
bring about some real reform, was always paramount ii 
mind over any mere literary conception. Prim& facie, t 
least, and with all due deference to Chancery jndges a 
eminent silk gowns like Mr. Blowers, the length of Cbi 
eery suits was a real public grievance, as well as a frequent J 
private calamity. But even as a mere artistic notion thsil 
idea of Jamdyce v. Jarndyce as diversely affecting those I 
who lived by it, those who rebelled against It, those who 
died of it, was, in its way, of unique force; and while 
Dickens never brought to any other of his subjects so use* 
ful a knowledge of its external details — in times gone by 
he had served a "Kenge and Carboys" of his own^ 
hardly any one of those subjects suggested so wide a 
variety of aspects for characteristic treatment. 

For never before had his versatility in drawing character 
filled bis canvas with so multitudinous and so various a 
host of personages. The legal profession, with its ser- 
vitors and hangers-on of every degree, occupies the centre 



of the picture. In tliis groap no fignre is more deserving 
of admiration tlian tbat of Mr. TuJkinghorn, the emiuently 
respectable family solicitor, at whose very funeral, by s 
four-wheeled affliction, the good-will of the aristocracy 
manifests itself. We learn very little about him, and 
probably care leas ; bat he interests us precisely as we 
shoald be interested by the real old family lawyer, about 
whom we might know and care equally little, were we to 
find him alone in the twilight, drinking his ancient port in 
his frescoed chamber in thoae fields where the shepherds 
play on Chancery pipes that have no stop. (Mr, Forater, 
by-the-way, omitted to point out to his readers, what the 
piety of American reaeRrch has since put on record, that 
Mr. Tulkitighorn's house was a pictnre of the biographer's 
own residence.) The portrait of Mr. Vholes, who supports 
an unassailable but unenviable professional reputation for 
the sake of "the three dear girls at home," and a father 
whom he has to support " in the Vule of Taunton," is less 
attractive; but nothing could be more in its place in the 
story than the clammy tenacity of this legal ghoul and his 
" dead glove." Lower down in the great system of the 
law we come npon Mr. Guppy and his fellows, the very 
quintessence of cockney vulgarity, seasoned with a flavour 
of legal sharpness without which the rankness of the mixt- 
ure would be incomplete. To the legal gronp Miss Flite, 
whose original, if I remember right, used to haunt the 
Temple as well as the precincts of the Chancery courts, 
may likewise be said to belong. She is quite legitimately 
introduced into the story — which cannot be said of all 
Dickens's madmen — becaase her madness associates itself 
with its main theme. 

Mnch admiration has been bestowed upon the figures of 
an eccentric by or under plot in this story, in which the 
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family of the Jellybys and the nugust Mr. Turveydrop are, 
actively, or by passive endiiratiee, engaged. The philan- 
thropic section of le moTtde oil Ton iennuie has never been 
Mtiriaed more tellingly, and, it must be added, more bit- 
terly. Perhaps at the time of the publication of Bleak 
Hook the activity of our Mrs, Jellybys took a wider and 
more cosmopolitan sweep than in later days ; for we read 
at the end of Esther's diary how Mrs. Jeilyby " has Seen 
disappointed in Borrioboola Gha, which turned out a fail- 
nre in consequence of the King of Borrioboola wanting to 
sell everybody — who survived the climate — for rum ; but 
she has taken up with the rights of women to sit in Par- 
liament, and Caddy tells me it ia a mission involving more 
correspondence than the old one." But Mrs, Jellyby's in- 
terference in the affairs of other people is after all hurt- 
ful only because in busying herself with theirs she forgets 
her own. The truly offensive benefactress of ber fellow- 
creatnres is Mrs, Pardi^le, who, maxim in mouth and 
tract in hand, tnms everything she approaches to stone. 
Among her victims are her own children, including Al- 
fred, aged five, who has been induced to take an oath 
" never to use tobacco in any form." 

The particular vein of feeling that led Diokena to the 
delineation of these satirical figures was one which never 
ran dry with him, and which suggested some forcible- 
feeble satire in his very last fiction. I call it a vein of 
feeling only; for ho could hardly have argued in cold 
blood that the efforts which he ridicules were not misrep- 
resented as a whole by bis satire. When poor Jo on hia 
death-bed is "asked whether he ever knew a prayer," and 
replies that be could never make anything out of those 
spoken by the gentlemen who "came down Tom-all- A lone's 
a-prayin'," bnt who " mostly sed as the t'other wuns prayed 
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wrong," the antbor brings a charge which he might not 
have found it easy to substantiate. Yet — with the excep- 
tion of such isolated passages — the figure of Jo is in truth 
one of the most ponerful protoBts that have been put for- 
ward on behalf of the friendless outcasts of our streets. 
Nor did the romantic element in the conception interfero 
with the e&ect of the realistic. If Jo, who seema at tirst 
to have been intended to be one of the main figures of the 
story, is in Dickens's best pathetic manner, the Bagnet 
family is in his happiest vein of quiet humour. Mr, In- 
spector Bucket, though not altogether free from manner- 
ism, well descrres the popularity whicli he obtained. For 
this character, as the pages of Hoaaekold Words testify, 
Dickens had made many studies in real life. The deteo | 
live police-officer had at that time not yet become a stand- 
ing figure of fiction and the drama, nor had the detective j 
of real life begun to destroy the illusion, ' 

Bleak House was least of all among the novels hitherto 
pnblished by its author obnotious to the charge persistent- 
ly brought against him, that he was doomed to failure 
his attempts to draw characters taken from any but tba I 
lower spheres of life — in his attempts, in short, to draw 
ladies and gentlemen. To begin with, one of the most 
interesting characters in the book — indeed, in its relation 
to the mmn idea of the story, the most interesting of all- 
is the youthful hero, if he is to be so called, Richard Gaiv ' 
son. From the very nature of the conception the cbarao- 
ter is passive only ; but the art and feeling are in thoir 
way unsurpassed with which the gradual collapse of n fina 
nature is here exhibited. Sir Leicester Dedlock, in some | 
measure intended as a type of his class, has been con- 
demned as wooden and unnatural; and no doubt the 
machinery of that part of the story In which he is coD' 
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csraed creaks before it geta under wrv. On the other 
hand, after the catastrophe has overwhelmed tiira and his 
hoitae, he becomes a reslly fine picture, unmarred by any 
ran di son ian isms iu either thought or phrase, of a true 
gentleman, boned bat not warped by distress. Sir Leices' 
ter'e relatives, both dead and living; Volumnia's sprightly 
ancestress on the wall, and that " fair Dedlook " herself ; 
the whole couainhood, dcbiliUted and otherwise, but of 
one mind on such points as William BufFy's blameworthy 
neglect of his duty when in office ; all these mate up a 
very probable picture of a bouse great enough — or think- 
ing itself great enongh — to look at the aSairs of the world 
from the family point of view. In Lady Dedlock alone 
a failure must be admitted; but she, with her wicked 
double, the uncanny French maid Ilortonso, exists only 
for the sake of the plot. 

With all its merits, Bleak House has little of that charm 
which belongs to so many of Dickens's earlier stories, and 
to David Copperfield above all. In part, at least, this 
may he due to the excessive severity of the task which 
Dickens had set himself in Bleak House; for hardly any 
other of iiis works is constructed on so large a scale, or 
contains so many characters organically connected with 
the progress of its plot; and in part, again, to the half- 
didactic, half-satirical purport of the story, which weighs 
heavily on, the writer. An overstrained tone announces 
itself on the very first p^o ; an opening full of power — 
indeed, of genius — but pitched in a key which wo feel at 
once will not, without effort, be maintained. On the sec- 
ond page the prose has actually become verse ; or how else 
can one describe part of the following apostrophe ! 

"'This is tlie Court of Obtmoer;, whioh bas its decfljiag houses 
and its bligbCed lands in ever; abiro ; wbieb has iE 
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in erery mul-honse, tind its deml in ever; church-jsrd ; vhieh has its 
ruined euitor, with hia slipBliod Lcela BJid threadbare dress, burrow- 
ing and begging through the round of every man's acquHinlance ; 
which gives ta mooejed ndgbt the means abnndantly of wearing out 
the right ; which bo eihauets fiaanoeg, patioace, courage, hope ; Bo 
oTcrthrowa the brain and brtalta tlie heort, that there ia nut an hon- 
oomble Qian among its praclitionera who would not give — who doeB 
not often give — the warning, " Suffer an; wrong that eaa be done 
you, rather than oome here !" ' " 

It w»8 posaiblj with aome thought of giving to Bleak 
House also, though in a different nay, the close relation 
to his expeviencea of hving men to which David Copper- 
JUld had owed so much, that Dickens introduced into it 
two porlrails. Doubtlcas, at first, his intention had by no 
means gone so far as this. Hia constant couneollor always 
disliked his mixing up in his fictitious characters any per- 
Bonal reminiscences of particular men, experience having 
shown that in euch cases the whole character came out 
more like than the author was aware. Nor can Dickens 
himself have failed to understand how such an experiment 
is always tempting, and always dangerons; how it is often 
irreconcilable with good feeling, and quite as often with 
good taste. In Bleak House, bowever, it occurred to him 
to introduce likenesses of two living men, both more or 
less well known to the public and to himself ; and both 
of individualities too clearly marked for a portrait, or even 
a caricature, of either to be easily mistaken. Of that art 
of mystification which the authors of both English and 
French romaiis it clef have since practised with so much 
transient success, he was no master, and fortunately so ; 
for what could be more ridiculous than that the reader's 
interest in a character should be stimnlated, first, by ita 

being evidently the late Lord P-lm-rst^n or the P of 

O , and then by its being no less evidently somebody 
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else ! It should be added that neither of the two portrut 
characters in Bleak House possesses the least iniportance 

for the conduct of the story, so that there ia nothing to 
justify their introduction escopt whatever excelleuce ma^ 
belong to them in themselrea. 

Lawrence Boythorn is described by Mr. Sydney Colvin 
as drawn from Walter Savage Landor with his intellectu^ 
greatuess left out. It was, of course, unlikely that his in- 
tellectual greatucBS should be left in, the intention obvi- 
ously being to reproduce what was eccentric in the nays 
and manner, with a suggestion of what was noble in the 
character, of Dickens's famous friend. Whether, had he 
attempted to do so, Dickens could have drawn a pictnrs 
of the whole Landor, is another question. Landor, who 
could put into a classic dialogue that sense of the wiif %a 
which Dickens is generally a stranger, yet passionately w^i 
mired the moat senlimmtal of all his young friend's poel 
figures ; and it might almost be said that the inteltectod 
natures of the two men were drawn together by the foi 
of contrast They appear to have first become intimate' 
with one another during Landor's residence at Bath— 
which began in 1837 — and they frequently met at Gore 
House. At a celebration of the poet's birthday in hia 
lodgings at Bath, so Forster tells us in Lis biography of 
Xiandor, " the fancy which took the form of Little Nell in 
the Curiosity Shop first dawned on the genius of ita cre- 
ator." In Landor's spacious mind there was room for 
cordial admiration of an author the bent of whose genius 
differed widely from that of his own ; and he could tbns 
afford to sympathise with his whole heart in a creation 
which men of much smaller intellectual buJld have pro- 
nounced mawkish and unreal. Dickens afterwards gave 
to one of his sons the names of Walter Landor; and when 
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tbe old man died at last, after hia godson, paid him an elo- 
quent tribute of respect in All ths Year Jiound. In this 
paper the personal intention of the character of Boythom 
is avowed bv implicatioD ; but though Landor esteemed 
and lored Dlekcna, it might seem matter for wonder, did 
not eccentrii* after al! sometimea cherish their own eccen- 
tricity, that bis irascible natnre failed to resent a rather 
donbtfal compliment For the character of Boythorn is 
whimsical rather than, in any bat the earlier sense of the 
word, hnmorotiB, Bot the portrait, however imperfect, waa 
in this instance, beyond all doubt, both kindly meant and 
kindly taken ; though it cannot be said to have added to 
the attractions of the book into which it is introduced. 

Wbile no doubt ever existed as to this likeness, the caae 
may not seem so clear with r^ard to the original of tlar- 
<dd Skimpole. It would be iar more pleasant to pats by 
Titbout notice the coDtroverBj — if controversy it can be 
called — which this character provoked ; bat a wrong done 
by one eminent man of letters to another, however unfore- 
seen its extent may have been, and however genuine the 
eaideavoar to repair iu effect, becomes part of literal; his- 
tory. That the original of Harold Skimpole was Leigh 
Hnnt cannot reaaoaaMy be called into question. This aa- 
scrtion by no meaoa predndea the poastbility, or probalnli- 
ty, that a aecood original niggested certain featarea in tlie 
poftraiL Nor doe* it coatiadict Ute tobtfaatial trathfol- 
Deae of Dickena's own atatement, pabliabcd io AU tie Tear 
JBound tSva Lci^ Bant'a death, on tbe appeanace of the 
new edition of the Aulobioffrapky with Thornton Hant'a 
admiiaible uttfodnctiML While, Kekena then wrote, " he 
yielded to the l^wptation of too often malcing the ehanM>- 
ter ^Mak like hii <4d friend," yet " he no mote thot^fat, 
God forpve htm ! that the admired ori|pnal would erer ha 
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charged with the imaginary vices of the fictitious creature, 
than he had himself ever thonght of charging the blood of 
Desdemona and Othello oq the innocent Academy model 
who sat for lago's leg iu the picture. Evon as to the mere 
occasional manner," he declared that he had " altered the 
whole of that part of the text, when two intimate friends 
of Leigh Uunt— both still living — discovered too strong 
a resemblance to bis ' way.' " But, while accepting this 
statement, and suppressing a regret that after discovering 
the dangerous closeness of tlie resemblance Dickens should 
have, quite at the end of the story, introduced a satirical 
reference to Harold Skimpole's autobiography — Leigh 
Hunt's having been published only a year or two before 
—one must confess that the explanation only helps to 
prove the rashness of the offence. While intending the 
portrait to keep its own secret from the general public, 
Dickens at the same time must have wished to gratify a 
few keen-sighted friends. In March, 18E2, be writes to 
Forster, evidently in reference to tlic apprehensions of Ida 
correspondent: "Browne has done Skimpole, and helped 
to make him singularly unlike the great original." The 
" great original " was a man for whom, both before and 
after this untoward incident in the relations between them, 
Dickens professed a warm regard, and who, to judge from 
the testimony of those who knew him well,' and from hia 
unaffected narrative of his own life, abundantly deserved 
it A perusal of Leigh Unnt's Autobiography suffices to 
allow that he used to talk in Skimpole's manner, and evea 



I Amotig these ia Mr. Aleianiler Ireland, the nuthor of the Sibliog- 
raphy of Leigh Hunt and ffialUt, who has kindlj oammiiDicBted to 
me part of hia collections conueming the furmer. The tittle-tattle 
■gainst Leigii Hunt repeated by Lord Macaula; is, on the faee of it, 
unworthy of noUoe. 
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to Trite in it ; that he nas at one period of Ma life alto- 
gether i^oraot of money matters, and that he cultivated 
cheerfulness on principle. But it likewise shows that his 
ignorance of bnsinesa was acknowledged by liim as a mis- 
fortune in which he was very far from exulting. " Do I 
boast of this ignorance?" he writes, "Alas! I have no 
such respect for the pedantrj'^ of absurdity as that. I 
blush for it, and 1 only record it out of a sheer painful 
movement of conscience, as a warning to those young au- 
thors who might be led to loot upon such folly as a fine 
thing, which at all events is what I never thought it my- 
self." On the other band, as his son showed, hie cheer- 
fulness, which was not inconsistent with a natural prone- 
ness to intervals of melancholy, rested on grounds which 
were the result of a fine as well as healthy morality. " The 
value of cheerful opinions," he wrote, in words embodying 
a moral that Dickens himself was never weary of enforc- 
ing, " is inestimable ; they will retain a sort of heaven 
round a man, when everything else might fail him, and 
consequently tbey ought to be religiously inculcated upon 
his children." At the same time, no quality was more 
conspicuous in his life than lus readiness for hard work, 
even under tbe most depressing circumstances ; and no 
feature was more marked in his moral character than his 
conscicntioiisncss. " In the midst of the sorest tempta- 
tioDB," Dickens wrote of him, " he maintained his honesty 
Dnbleroisbcd by a single stain ; and in all public and pri- 
vate transactions he was the very soul of truth and bon- 
oar." To mix up with tlic outward traits of such a man 
the detestable obliquities of Harold Skimpole was an ex- 
periment paradoxical even as a mere piece of character- 
drawing. The merely literary resnlt is a failure, while a 
wound was needlessly inflicted, if not npon Leigh Hunt 
I 6* 
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himself, at least upon all who cherished his friendship or 
good name. Dickens seems honestly and deeply to have 
regretted what he had done, and the extremely tasteful lit- 
tle tribute to Leigh Hunt's poetic gifts which, aomo years 
before the death of the latter, Dickens wrote for Household 
Words' must have partaken of the nature of an amende 
honorable. Neither his subsequent repudiation of unfriend- 
ly intentions, nor his earlier exertions on Leigh Hunt's be- 
half, are to be overlooked, but they cannot uudo a mistake 
which forms an unfortunate incident in Dickens's literary 
life, singularly free though that life, as a whole, is from the 
miseries of personal quarrels, and all the pettinesses with 
which the world of letters is too familiar. 

While Dickens was engaged upon a literary work such 
as would have absorbed the intellectual energies of most 
men, he not only wrote occasionally for his journal, but 
also dictated for publication in it, the eucceseive portioos 
ef a book altogether outside his usual range of authorship. 
This was A Child's History of England, the only one of 
his works that was not written by his own hand. A his- 
tory of England, written by Charles Dickens for his own 
or any one else's children, was sure to be a different work 
from one written under similar circumstances by Mr. Free- 
man or the late M. Guizot The book, though it cannot 
be called a success, is, however, by no means devoid of 
interest. Just ten years earlier he had written, and print- 
ed, a history of England for the benefit of his eldest son, 
then a hopeful student of the ago of five, which was com- 
posed, as he informed Douglas Jerrold at the time, " in the 
exact spirit" of that advanced politician's paper, "for I 
don't know what I should do if he were to get hold of 
any Conservative or High Church notions; and the beat 
I By Rail to Pamtamu, June IS, 1865. 
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way of ^Arding against any such horrible result is, I tako 
it, to wring the parrots' necks in hia very cradle," The 
Child's History of Bngland is written in the same spirit, 
and illustrates more directly, and, it must be added, more 
coarsely, than any of Dickens's other works his hatred of 
ecclesiastic ism of all kinds. Thus, the account of Daoatan 
is pen'aded by a prejudice which is the fruit of anything 
but knowledge ; Edward the Confessor is " the dreary old " 
and " the maudlin Confessor ;" and the Pope and what be- 
longs to him are treated with a measure of contumely which 
would have satisfied the heart of Leigh Hunt himself. To 
be sure, if King John is dismissed as a " miserable brnte," 
King Henry the Eighth is not more courteously designated 
as a " blot of blood and grease upon the history of Eng- 
land." On the other hand, it could hardly be but that 
certain passages of the national story should be well told 
by so great a master of narrative ; and though the strain 
in which parts of the history of Charles the Second are 
recounted strikes one as hardly suitable to the young, to 
whom irony b in general caviare indeed, yet there are 
touches both in the story of "this meiTy gentleman" — a 
designation which almost recalls Fagin — and elsewhere in 
the book not unworthy of its author. Its patriotic spirit 
is quite as striking as its Eadtcalism ; and vulgar as some 
of its expressions must be called, there is a pleasing glow 
in the passage on King Alfred, which declares the " Eng- 
lish-Sason" character to have been "the greatest character 
among the nations of the earth ;" and there is a yet nobler 
enthusiasm, such as it would indeed he worth any writer's 
while to infuse into the young, in the passionate earnest- 
ness with which, by means of the story of Agincourt, the 
troth is enforced that " nothing can make war otherwise 
than horrible." 
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ThiB book mast have been dictated, aad some at least 
■of the latter portion of Bleak House written, at ^Boulogne, 
wbere, after a spring sojourn at BrigbtoB, Dickens spent the 
sutumer of 1853, and where were also passed the sammera 
of 1654 and 1866. Boulogne, where Le Sage's last yean 
were spent, was Our French Waterinp-place, so graphical- 
ly descril>ed in a paper in Mouaehold Wordi as a coinpui- 
ion pictare to the old familiar Broadstairs. The family 
were comfortably settled on a green bill-aide cloae to the 
town, " in a charming garden in a very pleasant country," 
with " excellent light wines on the premises, French cook- 
ery, millions of roses, two cows — for milk-punch — vegeta- 
bles cut for the pot, and handed in at the kitchen win- 
dow ; five summer-houses, fifteen fountains— with no water 
in 'em — and thirty-seven clocks — keeping, as I conceive, 
Australian time, having no reference whatever to the hours 
on this side of the globe," The energetic owner of the 
Villa des Moulineanx was the " M. Loyal Derassear " of 
Our French Watering-place — jovial, convivial, genial, sen- 
timental too as a Buonapartist and a patriot. In 18M 
the same obliging personage housed the Dickens family in 
aootlier abode, at the top of the hill, close to the famous 
Ni^olconic column; but in 1853 they came bock to the 
Uonlineaux. The former yoar had been an exciting one 
for Englishmen in France, with royal visits to and fro to 

L testify to the entente eordiale between the govemmenta. 
Dickens, notwithstanding his humorous assertions, was 
only moderately touched by the Sebastopol fever; hot 
when B concrete problem canne before him in the shape of 
a festive demonstration, he addressed himself to it with 
the irrepressible ardour of the bom stage-manager, " In 
our own proper 111 umi nation," he writes, on the occasion 
of the Prince Consort's visit to the camp at Boulogne, " I 
t 
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l&id on all the aerrants, all the children now at home, all 
the visitors, one to every window, with everything ready 
to light up on the ringing of a big dinner-bell by your 
humble correspondeat. St, Peter's on Eastor Monday was 
the result." 

Of course, at Boulogne, Dickens was cut off neither 
from his business nor from his private frienda. Hia hos- 
pitable invitations were as urgent to his French villa in 
the summer as to bis London house in the winter, and 
on both sides of the water the ffousehold Words familiaiB 
were as sure of a welcome from their chief. During but 
absences from London he could have had no trustier lieu- 
tenant than Mr. W. H. Wills, with whom, being always 
ready to throw himself into a part, he corresponded in an 
amusing paragraphed, semi-official style. And neither in 
hia working nor in bis leisure hours had he by this time 
any more cherished companion than Mr. Wilkie Collins, 
whose progress towards brilliant success he was watching 
with the keenest and kindliest interest. "With him and 
his old friend Augustus Egg, Dickens, in October, 1S53, 
started on a tour to Switzerland and Italy, in the course 
of which he saw more than one old friend, and revisited 
more than one known scene — ascending Vesuvius with 
Mr. Layard and drinking punch at Rome with David Rob- 
eKs. It would be absurd to make any lofty demands 
upon the brief records of a holiday journey ; and, for my 
part, I would rather think of Dickens assiduous over bis 
Christmas number at Rome and at Venice, than weigh his 
moralisiogs about the electric telegraph running through 
the Coliseum. His letters written to his wife during this 
trip are bright and gay, and it was certainly no roving 
bachelor who " kisttcd almost all the children be encoun- 
tered in remembrance of the sweet faces " of his own, and 
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"talked to all the mothere who carried them." By the 
middle of December the travellers were home ^ain, and 
before the year was out be bad read to largo audiences at 
BirminghBtu, on behalf of a public institution, his favoar- 
ite Cbriatmas stories of The Chrigtmaa Carol and Tha 
Cricket on the Hearth. As yet, however, his mind was 
not seriously intent upon any labours but those proper to 
bis career as an author, and the year 1854 saw, between 
the months of April and August, the pnblication in hb 
journal of a new story, which is among tba most chorao- 
teristic, though not among the most successful, of his 
works of fiction. 

In comparison with most of Diokens's novels. Hard 
T^mes is contained within a narrow compass ; and this, with 
the further necessity of securing to each successive smaD ' 
portion of the story a certain immediate degree of effect- 
iveness, accounts, in some measure, for the peculiarity of 
the impression left by this story upon many of its readers. 
Short as the story relatively is, few of Dickens's fictiona 
were elaborated with so much care. He bad not intended | 
to write a new story for a twelvemonth, when, as he aaya, 
" the idea laid hold of bim by the throat in a very violent 
manner," and the labour, carried on under conditions of 
peculiar irksomeness, " used him up " after a quite un- 
accustomed fashion. The book thus acquired a precision 
of form and manner which commends it to tbe French 
Bchool of criticism rather than to lovers of English humour 
in its ampler forms and more flowing moods. At the 
same time tbe work has its purpose so visibly imprinted 
on its front, as almost to forbid our regarding it in tbe 
first instance apart from tbe moral which avowedly it is 
intended to inculcate. This moral, by no means new 
with Dickens, has both a negative and a positive side. 
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" Do not harden your hearts," is the negative injunction, 
more especially do not hardon thorn against the prompt- 
ings of that human kindness which should draw together 
man and man, old and young, rich and poor ; and keep 
your aympathiea fresh by bringing nourishment to them 
tbroDgh channels which prejudice or short-eigbtednesa 
would fain narrow or stop up. This hortatory purpose 
asanmea the form of invectipe and even of angry menace ; 
and "ntilitarian economists, skeletons of school - masters, 
commissioners of facts, genteel and used-up Infideis, gab- 
blers of many little dog's-eared creeds," are warned: 
" The poor you have always with you. Cultivate in them, 
while there is yet time, the utmost graces of the fancies 
and affections, to adorn their lives, so much in need of or- 
nament ; or, in the day of your triumph, when romance is 
ntterly driven out of their souls, and they and a hare ex- 
istence stand face to face, reality will take a wolfish turn, 
and make an end of you." 

No authority, however eminent, not even Mr. Raskin's, 
is required to teach reflecting minds the infinite impor- 
tance of the principles which Hard Times waa intended 
to illustrate. Nor is it of much moment whether the 
illustrations are always exact; whether the "commission- 
ers of facts" have reason to protest that the unimagina- 
tive character of their processes does not necessarily imply 
au uQimaginative purpose in their ends; whether there is 
any actual Goketown in existence within a hundred miles 
of Manchester; or whether it suffices that "everybody 
knew what waa meant, but every cotton -spinning town 
said it was the other cotton-spinning town." The chief 
personal grievance of Stephen Blackpool has been removed 
or abated, but the " muddle " is not yet altogether cleared J 
up which prevents the nation and the "national dustmen," ' 



its lawgivers, from impartially nud sf mpatbetically forthep- 
jQg the interest of all classes. In a word, the mor^ ot 
Hard Times has not yet lost its force, however imperfect 
or ontur tbe method may bave been in which it is nrgedi ■ 
in the book. 

Unfortunately, however, a work of art with a didac 
purpose is ooly too often prone to exaggerate what seeni 
of special importance for the purpose in qnestion, and t 
heighten contrasts which seem likely to put it in the clearnf 
est light. "Thomas Gradgrind, sir" — who ai 
himself with something of the genuine Lancashire roll-— i 
and his system are a sound and a laughable piece of satiny J 
to begin with, only bero and there marred by the satiriat'a J 
imperfect knowledge of the details which he caricatarsL M 
The "Manchester School," which the novel strives to sstM 
pose, is in itself to a great extent a figment of tbe imagtl 
ination, whicli, to this day serves to round many a hoUovfl 
period in oratory and joamalism. Who, it may fairly I 
asked, were the parliamentary politicians satirized in thflf 
member for Coketown, deaf and blind to any conaiderar I 
tion but the multiplication-table I But in any case the-1 
cause hardly warrants one of its consequences as depicted J 
in the novel — the utter brutalization of a stolid nature like I 
" the Whelp's," When Gradgrind'a son is about to be J 
shipped abroad out of reach of the penalties of his critna^ i 
he reminds his father that he merely exemplifies the sta- I 
tiatical law that " so many people out of so many will bo f 
dishonest," When the virtuous Bitzer is indignantly ask- 
ed whether he has a heart, he replies that he is physiolog- 
ically assured of the fact; and to the further inquiry 
whether this heart of his is accessible to compassion, 
makes answer that " it is accessible to reason, and to noth- 
ing else," These retumings of Mr. Gradgrind's philoso 
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phy upon hiniBelf savour of tho moral justice represented 
by Gratiauo in the fourth act. So, again, Coketown, with 
its tall chimneys and black river, and its thirteen religions 
denominations, to which whoever else belonged the work- 
ing-men did not, is no perverse contradiction of fact. But 
the infloenee of Coketown, or of a. whole wilderness of 
Coketowas, cannot j'nstly be charged with a tendency to 
ripen such a prodact as Josiah Bounderby, who is not 
only the " bully of humanity," but proves to be a mcan- 
apiritcd impostor in his pretensions to the glory of self- 
help. In short, Hard Times errs by its attempt to prove 

Apart, however, from the didactic purposes which ot«^ 
burden It, the pathos and humour of particalar portions of 
this tale appear to me to have been in no wise overrated. 
The domestic tragedy of Stephen and Bachael has a sub- 
dued intensity of teuderuess and melancholy of a kind 
rare with Dickens, upon whom the example of Mrs. Gos- 
kell in this instance may not have been without its in- 
fluence. Nor is there anything more delicately and at the 
same time more appropriately conceived in any of his 
works than poor Rachael's dominion over the imagination 
as well as over the affections of ber noble-minded and un- 
fortunate lover: "As the shining stars were to the heavy 
candle in the window, so was Kachaol, in the m^ed fancy 
of this man, to the common experiences of his life." The 
love-story of poor Louisa is of a different kind, and more 
wordy in the telling ; yet here also the feelings painted 
are natural and true. The humorous interest is almost 
entirely concentrated npon the company of horse-riders : 
and never has Dickens's extraordinary pow r of liumorouB 
observation more genially asserted itself. From Kr. Sleary 
— " thtout man, game-eye " — and his protagonist, Mr. & 
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W. B. Childers, who, when he shook bis long hair, caused 
it to " shake all at once," dawn to Master KidderminEter, 
who ascd to form the apex of the haman pyramids, and 
"in whose joung nature there waa an original flavour of 
the misanthrope," these honest equestrians are more than 
worthy to stand by the side of Mr. Vincent Crummies and 
his company of actoi's ; and the fun has here, in addition 
to the grotesquenesB of the earlier picture, a mellowness 
of its own. Dickens's comic genius was never bo much at 
its ease and so inexhaustible in ludicroas fancies as in the 
depiction of such groups as this ; and the horse-riders, 
skilfully introduced to illustrate a truth, wholesome if not 
novel, would have insured popularity to a far leas interest- 
ing and to a far less powerful fiction. 

The year after that whicli saw the publication of ffard 
Times was one in which the thoughts of most Englishmen 
were turned away from the problems approached in that 
fltory. But if the military glories of 1854 had not aroused 
in him any very exuberant enthusiasm, the repoits from 
the Crimea in the ensuing nintor were more likely to ap- 
peal to his patriotii^m as well as to his innate impatience 
of disorder and incompetence. In the first instance, how- 
ever, he contented himself with those grumblings to whicli, 
as a sworn foe of red tape and a declared disbeliever in 
onr parliamentary system, he might claim to have a spe- 
cial right ; and he seems to have been too restless in and 
about himself to have entered very closely into the progress 
of public aSairs, The Christmas had been a merry one 
at Tavistock House ; and the amateur theatricals of its 
juvenile company had passed through a most successful 
leason. Their history has been written by one of the 
performers — himself not the least distinguished of the 
company, since it was he who, in Dickens's house, caused 
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Thackeray to roll off his seat in a fit of laughter. Diek- 
eiiB,who with Mark Lemon disported himself among these 
precocious minnows, was, as onr chronicler relates, like 
Triplet, " author, manager, and actor too," organiser, de- 
viser, and harmoniser of all the incongruous assembled 
elements ; it was ho " who improvised costumes, painted 
and corked our innocent cheeks, and suggested all the 
moat effective business of the scene." But, as was nsual 
with him, the transition was rapid from play to something 
very like earnest; and already, in June, 1855, the Tavis- 
tock House theatre produced Mr. Wilkie CoUins's melo- 
drama of The Liffkt-kouae, which afterwards found its way 
to the public stage. To Dickens, who performed in it 
with the antbor, it afforded " scope for a piece of acting 
of great power," the old sailor Aaron Gurnock, which by 
its savage picturesqueness earned a tribute of recognition 
from Carlyle. No leas a hand than Stanficld painted tUe 
scenery, and Dickens himself, besides writing the prologue, 
introduced into the piece a ballad called The Story of the 
Wreck, a not unsuccessful effort in Cowper's manner. At 
Christmas, 1858-'57, there followed The Frozen Deep, 
another melodrama by the same author; and by this time 
the management of bis private theatricals bad become to 
Dickens a serious business, to be carried on seriously for 
its own sake. " It was to liim," he wrote, " like writing a 
book in company ;" and his young people might learn 
from it "that kind of humility which is got from the 
earned knowledge that whatever the right hand finds to 
do must be done with the heart in it, and in a desperate 
earnest." The Frozen Deep was several times repeated, 
on one occasion for the benefit of the daughter of the 
recently deceased Douglas Jerrold; but by the end of 
January the little theatre was finally br'>keD up; and 
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tboogb KckeDs «peot ooe more winter season at Ta.v> 
stock Honse, the shadow wa& then already faltlng npcm 
bis cheerful home. 

Id the midst of bis children's Christmas gueties of the 
jeaf 1855 Dickens had given two or three public tead- 
tagt to "wonderful audiences" in rariooa parts of tbe 
coDDtr;. A trip to Paris with Mr, Wilkie Collins had fol- 
lowed, during which, as he wrote home, he was wandering 
abont Paris all day, dining at all manner of places, and 
frequenting the theatres at the rate of two or three a night. 
" I sDppoee," be adds, tilth pleas&nt self-irony, " as an old 
fanner said of Scott, I am * makin' mysel' ' aS the time ; 
bnt I seem to be rather a free-and-eaay sort of superior 
vagabond." And in tmtb a roving, restless spirit waa 
atrong npon him in these years. Already, in April, be 
speaks of himself as "going off; I don't know where or 
how far, to ponder about I don't know what." Prance, 
Switzerland, Sptun, Constantinople, in Mr. Layard's com- 
pany, bad been successively in his thoughts, and, for aught 
he knew, Greenland and the North Pole might occur to 
him next. At the same time he foresaw that tbe end of 
it all would be his shutting himself up in some out-of-the- 
way place of which he had not yet thought, and going 
desperately to work there. 

Before, however, these phantasmagoric schemes had sub- 
sided into the quiet plan of an autumn visit to Folkestone, 
followed during the winter and spring by a residence at 
Paris, he had at least fonnd a subject to ponder on, which 
waa to suggest an altogether novel element m bis nest 
work of fiction. I have said that though, like tbo majors 
ity of his fellow-countrymen, Dickens regarded our war 
with Russia as inevitable, yet bis hatred of all war, and hia 
impatieace of tbe exaggerations of passion and sentiment 
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which all war produces, had preserved him from himself 
falling a vietini to their contagioo. On the other hand, 
when in the winter of 1854— '5S the note of exultation in 
the bravery of our soldiers in the Crimea began to be in- 
termingled with complainta against the grievously defec- 
tive arrangements for their comfort and health, and when 
these complaints, stimulated by the loud-voiced energy of 
the press, and extending into censares upon the whole 
antiquated and perverse system of our army administra- 
tion, speedily swelled into a roar of popular indignation, 
sincere conviction ranged him on the side of tbe most nn- 
coroproniising malcontents. He was at all times ready to 
give vent to that antipathy against ofBcialism which is 
shared by so luTge a number of Englishmen. Though the 
Bon of a dock-yard official, be is found roundly asserting 
that " more obstruction of good things and patronage of 
bod things has been committed in the dock-yards — as in 
everything connected with the misdirection of the navy — 
than in every other bianch of the public service put to- 
gether, including " — the particularisation is hard — " even 
the Woods and Forests," He had listened, we may be 
sure, to the scornful denunciations launched by tbe prophet 
of the Latter-Day Pamphlets against Downing Street and 
all Its works, and to the proclamation of the great thongh 
rather v^ue truth that " reform in that Downing Street 
department of affairs is precisely the reform which were 
worth all others." And now the heartr-rending suSerings 
of multitudes of brave men had brought to light, in one 
department of the public administration, a series of com- 
plications and perversities which in the end became so 
patent to the Government itself that they had to he rough- 
ly remedied in the very midst of the struggle. The cry 
lor administrative reform, which arose in the year 1855, 
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however crude the form it irequectly took, was in itaelf a 
logical enough result of the situation; and there is no 
doabt that the angrincss of the complaint was intensified 
by the attitude taken up in the House of Commons hy the 
head of the Government towards the pertinacious politi- 
cian who made himself the Tnouthpiece of the extreme de- 
mands of the feeling outside, Mr. Layard was Dickens's 
valued friend ; and tbe share is thus easily explained 
which — against his otherwise uniform practice of abstaio- 
iDg from public meetings — the most popular writer of the 
day took in the Administrative Reform meetings, held ia 
Drury Lane Theatre, on June 21, 1866. The speech 
which he delivered on this occasion, and which was intend- 
ed to aid in forcing the " whole qneetion" of Administra- 
tive Reform upon the attention of an unwilling Goverc- 
mcnt, possesses no value whatever in connexion with its 
theme, though of course it is not devoid of some smart and 
telling hits. Not on the platform, but at his desk as an au- 
thor, was Dickens to do real service to the cause of admin- 
istrative efficiency. For whilst invective of a general kind 
runs off like water from the rock of usage, even Circumlocu- 
tion Offices are not insensible to the acetous force of satire, 
DicfeenB'8 caricature of British officialism formed the 
most generally attractive element in the story of Little 
Dorrit — originally intended to he called Nobody's Fault 
—which he published in monthly numbers, from Decem- 
ber, 1855, that year, to June, 1867. He was solemnly 
taken to task for his audacity by the Edinburgh Re\'iew, 
which reproached him for his persistent ridicule of " the 
institotions of the country, the laws, the administration, 
in a word, the government under which we live." His 
"obarges" were treated aa hardly seriously meant, but as 
worthy of severe reprobation, because likely to be serious 
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ly taken by the poor, the nneducated, and the yonng. 
And the caricaturist, besides being reminded of the names 
of aeveral eminent public servants, was specially requested 
to look, as upon a picture contrasting with his imaginary 
Circumlocution Office, upon the Post Office, or — for the 
the choice offered was not more estensive — upon the Lon- 
don police, so liberally praised by himself in his own jour- 
nal. The delighted author of Little Dorrit replied to this 
not very skilful diatribe in a short and spirited rejoinder 
in Household Words. In this he judiciously confined him- 
self to refuting an unfounded incidental accusation in the 
Edinburgh article, and to dwelling, as upon a " Curious 
Misprint," upon the indignant query : "How does he ac- 
count for the career of Mr. Rowland Mill ?" whose name, 
as an example of the ready intelligence of the Circumlocu- 
tion Office, was certainly an odd erratum. Had he, how- 
ever, cared to make a more general reply to the main article 
of the indictment, he might have pointed out that, aa a 
matter of fact, our official administrative machinery had re- 
cently broken down in one of its most important branches, 
and that circumlocution in the literal sense of the word — 
circumlocution between department and department, or of- 
fice and office — bad been one of the principal causes of the 
collapse. The general drift of the satire was, therefore, in 
accordance with fact, and the satire itself salutary in its 
character. To quarrel with it for not taking into consid- 
eration what might be said on the other side, was to quar- 
rel with the method of treatment which satire has at all 
times considered itself entitled to adopt ; while to stigma- 
tise 8 popular book aa likely to mislead the ill-informed, 
was to suggest a restraint which would hare deprived wit 
and humour of most of their opportunities of rendering 
Berrice to either a good or an evil cause. 
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Afar more legitimate exception has boen taken to these 
Circumlocution Office episodes as defective in art by the 
very reason of their being exaggerations. Those best ac- 
quainted with the interiors of onr government offices may 
be right in denying that the Barnacles can be regarded as 
an existing type. Indeed, it would at no time have been 
easy to point to any office quite as labyrinthine, or quite 
as bottomless, as that permanently presided over by Mr. 
Tito Barnacle ; to any chief secretary or commissioner eo 
absolutely wooden of fibre as he; or to any private secre- 
tary ao completely absorbed in his eye-glass as Barnacle 
junior. But as satirical figures they one and all fulfil their 
purpose as thoroughly as the picture of tho official sano 
tora itself, with its furniture " in the higher official man- 
ner," and its "general bamboozling air of bow not to do 
it." The only question is, whether satire which, if it is to 
be effective, must be of a piece and in its way exaggerated, 
is not out of place in a pathetic and humorous fiction, 
where, like a patch of too diverse a thread, it interferei 
with the texture into which it is introduced. In them- 
selves these pass^ies of Little Dorrit deserve to remain 
unforgotten amongst the masterpieces of literary carica- 
ture; and there is, I do not hesitate to say, something of 
Swittian force in their grotesque embodiment of a popular 
current of indignation. The mere name of the Circumlo- 
cution Office was a stroke of genius, one of those phrases 
of Dickens which Professor Masson justly describes as, 
whether exaggerated or not, " efficacious for social re- 
form." Aa usual, Dickens had made himself well ac- 
quainted with the formal or outside part of his subject; 
the very air of Whitehall seems to gather round us as 
Mr, Tite Barnacle, in answer to a persistent enquirer who 
" wants to know " the position of a particular matter, 
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concedes that it " may have been, in tiie coarso of official 
business, referred to the Circnm locution Office for its eon- 
aideralion," and that "the department may Lave either 
originated, or conflnned, a minute on the subject." In 
the Hoiuehold Words paper called A Poor Man's Tale 
of a PaUtit (1850) will be found a snfficiently elaborate 
study for Mr, Doyce's cxperieDces of the goveminent of 
his country, as wrathfully narrated by Mr. Moaglcs. 

With the exception of the Circumlocution Office pas- 
sages — adventitioHs as they are to the progress of the ao- 
tion — lAtlle Sorrit exhibits a palpable falling-off in in- 
ventive power. Forster illustrates by a striking fac-simile 
the difference between the "labour and pains" of the au- 
thor's short notes for Little Sorrit and the " lightness and 
confidence of handling " in what Lints he had jotted down 
for David Copperfield. Indeed, his "tablets" had about 
this time begun to be an essential part of his literary 
equipment. But in Little Dorrit there are enough in- 
ternal signs of, possibly unconscious, lassitude. The earlier, 
no doubt, is, in every respect, the better part of the boot; 
or, rather, the later part shows the author wearily at work 
upon a canvas too wide for him, and filling it np with a 
crowd of personages in whom it is difficult to take much 
interest. Even Mr. Merdle and his catastrophe produce 
the effect rather of a ghastly allegory than of an " extrav- 
E^nt conception," as the author ironically called it in his 
preface, derived only too directly from real life. In the 
earlier part of the book, in so far as it is not once again 
concerned with enforcing the moral of Hard Times in a 
different way, by means of Mrs. Clennam and her son's 
early history, the hnmonr of Dickens plays freely over the 
figure of the Father of the Marshalaea. It is a psycho- 
logical masterpiece in its way ; hut the revolting selfishnesa 
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of Little Dorrit'a fatter is not redeemed artistically by her 
own long-fluffering ; for her pathos lacks the old irresisti- 
ble ring. Doubtless moch in this part of the story — tbe 
whole episode, for instance, of the honest turnkey — is in 
the anthor's best manner. Bat, admirable as it is, this 
new picture of prison-life and priBon-sentiment has an un- 
dercurrent of bitterness, indeed, almost of contemptuous- 
ness, foreign to the best part of Dickens's genius. This 
is still more perceptible in a figure not less true to life 
than the Father of the Marshalsea himself — Flora, the 
overblown flower of Arthur Clennam's boyish love. The 
humour of tbe conception is undeniable, but the whole ef- 
fect is cruel ; and, though greatly amused, the reader feels 
almost as if he were abetting a profanation. Dickens 
could not have become what be is to tbe great multitude 
of his readers bad be, as a hnmourist, often indulged in 
this cynical mood. 

There is in general little in the characters of this fiction 
to compensate for the sense of oppression from which, as 
he follows the slow course of its far from striking plot, the 
reader finds it dIfficuH to free himself. A vein of genuine 
humour shows itself in Mr. Plornish, obviously a favourite 
of tbe author's, and one of those genuine working-men, as 
rare in fiction as on the stage, where Mr. Toole has repro- 
duced the species; but the relation between Mr. and Mrs. 
Piomisb is only a fainter revival of that between Mr. and 
Mrs. Bagncy. Nor is there anything fresh or novel in the 
characters belonging to another social sphere. Henry 
Gowan, apparently intended as an elaborate study in psy- 
chology, is only a very tedious one ; and his mother at 
Hampton Court, whatever phase of a dilapidated aristoc- 
racy she may be intended to caricature, is merely ill-bred. 
As for Mrs. Gieneral, she is so sorry a burlesque that she 
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could not be reproduced without extreme caution even on 
the stage — to the reckless conventionalities of which, in- 
deed, the whole picture of the Dorrit family as nouveaux 
riches bears a striking resemblance. There ia, on the con- 
trary, some good caricature, which, in one instance at least, 
was thonght transparent by the knowing, in the silhouelUi 
of the great Mr. Merdle's professional guests ; but these 
are, like the Circumlocution OfBce puppets, satiric sketches, 
not the living figures of creative humour. 

I have spoken of this story with a censure which may 
be regarded as exaggerated in its turn, But I well remem- 
ber, at the time of its publication in numbers, the general 
consciousness that Little Dorrit was proving unequal to 
the high-strung expectations which a new work by Dick- 
ens then excited in his admirers, both young and old. 
There were new and striking features in it, with abundant 
comic and serious eSect, but there was no power in the 
whole story to seize and hold, and the feeling could not be 
escaped that the author was not at bis best. And Dickens 
was not at his best when he wrote Little Dorrit. Yet while 
nothing ia more remarkable in the literary career of Dickens 
than this apparently speedy decline of his power, nothing is 
more wonderful in it than the degree to which he righted 
himself again, not, indeed, with his public, for the public 
never deserted its favourite, but with his genius. 

A considerable part of Little Dorrit must have been 
written in Paris, where, in October, after a quiet autumn 
at Folkestone, Dickens had taken a family apartment in 
the Avenue des Champs Elys^es, " about half a quarter 
of a mile above Franconi's," Here, after his fashion, he 
lived much to himself, his family, and his guests, only oc- 
casionally finding bis way into a lit«rary or artistic salon; 
but he sat for his portrait to both Ary and Henri Schefier, 
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and was easily persuaded to read his Cricket on the JTtmrth 
to an andioDce in the atelier. Macready and Mr. WiJlde 
Collins were in tnrn the companionH of many " theatrical 
and lonnging" evenings. Intent as Dickens now bad 
become upon the technicalities of his own form of com- 
position, this interest must have been greatly atimnlated 
by the frequent comparison of modem French playa, in 
most of which nicety of construction and effectiveness of 
situation have so paramount a significance. At Boulogne, 
too, Mr. Wilkie Collins was a welcome anmmer visitor. 
And in the autumn the two friends started on the Lagy 
Tour of Two Idle Apprentices. It came to an untimely 
end 83 a pedestrian eKCursion, but the record of it is one 
of the pleaaanteat memorials of a friendship which brigbtr 
ened much of Dickens's life and intensified his activity in 
work as well as in pleasure. 

" Mr. Thomas Idle " bad indeed a baay time of it in Uub 
year 1857. The publication of Little Dorrit was not fin- 
ished till June, and in August wo find hiin, between a read- 
ing and a performance of The Frozen Deep at Manchester 
— then in the exciting days of the great Art Eshibition — 
thus describing to Macready his way of filling up liis time : 
" I hope you have seen my tussle with the Sdinburgk. I 
saw the chance last Friday week, as I was going down to 
read the Carol in St. Martin's Hall. Instantly tamed to, 
then and there, and wrote half the article, flew out of bed 
early next morning, and finished it by noon. Went down 
to GraUery of Illustration (we acted that night), did the 
day's business, corrected the proofs in Polar costume in 
dressing-room, broke up two numbers of Household Words 
to get it out directly, played in Froten Deep and Unde 
John, presided at supper of company, made no end of 
speeches, went home and gave in completely for fonr hours, 
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then got Bonnd asleep, and next day was as fresh as you- 
used to be in the far-ofE days of your lusty youth." It 
was on the occasion of Uig readiugs at St. Martin's Hall, 
for the benefit of Douglas Jerrold's family, that tbe thought 
of giving readings for his owd benefit first suggested itself 
to Dickens ; and, as will be seen, by April, 1858, the idea 
had been carried into execution, and a new phase of life 
had begun for liiin. And yet at this very time, when his 
hone was about to eease being in tbe fullest sense a home 
to Dickens, by a strange irony of fortune, he had been en- 
abled to cany out a long- cherished fancy and to take pos- 
session, in the first instance as a summer residence, of tbe 
hoasQ OQ G-ad's Iliil, of which a lucky chance had made 
him the owner rather more than a twelvemonth before. 

" My little place," he wrote in J 858, to his Swiss friend 
Cerjat, " is a grave red-brick house (time of George the 
First, I suppose), which I have added to and stuck hits 
upon in all manner of ways, so that it is as pleasantly ir- 
regular, and aa violently opposed to all architectural ideas, 
as the most hopeful man could possibly desire. It is on 
the summit of Gad's HilL The robbery was committed 
before the door, on tbe man with the treasure, and Falstaff 
ran away from the identical spot of ground now covered 
by the room in which I write, A little rustic ale-house, 
called 'The Sir John FalstaS,' is over the way — has been 
over the way ever since, in honour of the event. . . . The 
whole stupendous property is on the old Dover road. , . ." 

Among "the blessed woods and fields" which, as he 
says, had done him " a world of good," in a season of un- 
ceasing bodily and mental unrest, the great English writer 
had indeed found a habitation fitted to become inseparable 
from his name and fame. It was not till rather later, ia 
1860, that, after the sale of Tavistock House, Gad's Hill 



DICK£X8. 



Ice 



Place became his regular abode, a London honae being 
. only now sod then taken for the season, wbUe furnished 
rooniB were kept at the office in Wellington Street for oo 
casional nee. And it was only gradually that he enlarged 
and improved his Kentish place bo as to make it the pretty 
and comfortable country-houBe which at the present day it 
appears to be ; constructing, in course of time, the passf^ 
under the high-road to the shrubbery, where the Swiss 
chalet giren to him by Mr. Fechter was set up, and build- 
ing the pretty little conservatory, which, when completed, 
he was not to live many days to enjoy. But an old-fash- 
ioned, homely look, free from, the slightest affectation of 
quietness, belonged to Gad's Hill Place, eveo after all these 
alterations, and belongs to it even at this day, nhea Dick* 
cns's solid old-fashioned furniture bos been changed. la 
the pretty little front hall still hangs the illuminated tablet 
recalling the legend of Gad's Hill ; and on the inside pan- 
els of the library door remain the facetious sham boot- 
titles : " Hudson's Complete Failure," and " Ten Minutes in 
China" and " Cats' Lives," and, on a long series of leather 
hacks, " Hansard's Guide to Refreshing Sleep." The rooms 
are all of a modest size, and the bedrooms — amongst them 
Dickens's own — very low ; but the whole house looks thor* 
oughly habitable, while the views across the cornfields at 
the back are sucb as in their undulation of soft outline ara 
nowhere more pleasant than in Kent Rochester and die 
Medway are near, even for those who do not — like Dickens 
and his dogs — count a stretch past three or foar " mile- 
stones on the Dover road" as the mere beginning of an 
afternoon's walk. At a distance little greater there are in 
one direction the green glades of Cobham Park, with Chalt 
and Gravesend beyond ; and in another the flat country 
towards the Thames, with its abundance of market-gardens. 
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There, too, are the marehcR on the border of which lie the 
massive ruiii of Cooling Castle, the refuge of the Lollard 
martyr who was not concerned in the affair on Gad's Hill, 
and Cooling Church and ehurch-yard, with the qaaint little 
gravestones in the grass. London and the office were with- 
in easy reach, and Paris itself was, for practical pnrposea, 
not mnch farther away, so that, in later days at all events, 
Dictens fonnd himself " crossing the Channel pcrpetnally." 

The name of Dickens still has a good sound in and 
about Gad's Hill, He was on very friendly terms with 
some families whose houses stand near to his own ; and 
though nothing was farther from his nature, as he says, 
than to " wear tophoots " and play the squire, yet he had 
in him not a little of what endears so many a resident 
country gentleman to his neighbourhood. He was head 
organiser rather than chief patron of village sports, of 
cricket matches and foot races ; and his house was a dia- 
pensary for the poor of the parish. He established con- 
fidential relations between his house and the FalstaS Ian 
over the way, regulating his servants' consumption of beer 
on a strict but liberal plan of his own devising; but it is 
not for this reason only that the successor of Mr. Edwin 
Trood — for such was the veritable name of mine host of 
the " Falstaff " in Dickens's time — declares that it was a bad 
day for the neighbourhood when Dickens was taken away 
from it. In return, nothing could exceed the enthusiasm 
which surrounded him in his own country, and Forster has 
described his astonishment at the manifestation of it on 
the occasion of the wedding of the youngest daughter of 
the house in 18Q0. And, indeed, he was bom to be popu- 
lar, and specially among those by whom he was beloved as 
a friend or honoured as a benefactor. 

But it was not for long intervals of either work or reet 
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that Dickens was to settle down in hia pleasant c 
hoQSe, nor waa he ever, except quite at the last, t 
down uuder hia own roof in peace and quiet, a » 
no more. Less than a year after ho had taken up his n 
dence for the snmmer on Gad's Hill his home, and that c 
his younger children, was his wife's home no long( 
separation, which appears to bare been preparing i 
for some, but no very long, lime, took place in May, ] 
when, after an amicable arrangement, Mrs. Dickens lef 
bosband, who henceforth alEowed her an ample sep 
maintenance, and occasionally corresponded with her, ti 
never aaw her again. The jonnger children remained il 
their father's house under the self-sacrificing and devota 
care of Mrs, Dickens's surviving sister, Miss H( 
Shortly afterwards, Dickens thought it well, in j 
words wbich may bo left forgotten, to rebut some s 
ons gossip which, as the way of the world is, had miar 
resented the circumstances of this separation. The c; 
of the event were an open secret to his friends a 
qnaintances. If he had ever loved his wife with that t 
footion before which so-called incompatibilities of habib 
temper, or disposition fade into nothingness, there is i 
indicatioD of it in any of his numerous letters addrea 
to her. Neither has it ever been pretended that he a 
in the direction of that resignation which love and dn^ 
together made possible to David Copperfield, or 
he remained in every way master of himself, as many n 
have known how to remain, the story of whose woddaj 
life and its disappointments has never been written in 
tory or figured in fiction. It was not incumbent upon h 
faitfafnl friend and biographer, and much less can it t 
upon one whom nothing but a sincere admiration of Did 
en's genius entitles to speak of him at all, to declare t 
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standard by which the most painful transaction in hia life 
is to be judged. I say the most painful, for it is with a 
feeling akin to satisfaction that one reads, in a letter three 
yeara afterwards to a lady in reference to her daughter's 
wedding : " I want to thank yon also for thinking of me on 
the occasion, bnt I feel that I am better away from it. I 
should really have a misgiving that I was a sort of a 
shadow on a young marriage, and you will understand 
me when I say so, and no more." A shadow, too — who 
would deny it! — falls on every one of the pictures in 
which the tcnderest of modem humourists has painted 
the siniplo joya and the sacred sorrows of that home life 
of which to his generation he had become almost the 
poet and the prophet, when we remember how he was 
himself neither blessed with its full happiness nor capable 
of accepting with resignation the imperfeetion inherent in 
it, as in all things buman. 
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Thb last twelve years of Dickens'a life were busy years, 
lite the others ; but bia activity was no looger merely the 
expression of exuberant force, and long before the collapaa 
came he had been repeatedly warned of the rists he con- 
tinued to defy. When, however, he first entered upon 
those public rcadinga, by persisting in which he indispata- 
bly hastened his end, neither he nor bis friends toot into 
account the fear of bodily ill-effects resulting from bis ex- 
ertions. Their misgivings bad othet grounds. Of course, 
had there been any presanre of pecuniary difficulty or need 
upon Dictens when he began, or when on successive occa- 
sions he resumed, bis public readings, there would be noth- 
ing further to be said. But I see no suggestion of any 
such pressure. " My worldly circumstances," he wrote be- 
fore he had finally made up his mind to read in America, 
" are very good. I don't want money. All my posses- 
sions arc free and in the best order. Still," ho added, " at 
fifty-five or fifty-aiJi, the likelihood of mating a very great 
addition to one's capital in half a year is an immense con- 
sideration." Moreover, with all his love of doing as be 
chose, and his sense of the value of snch freedom to him 
as a writer, he was a man of simple though liberal habita 
of life, with no taste for the goi^oua or capricious ex- 
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travaganccB of a Bahac or a Dumas, Dor can lie have been 
at a loaa how to make due provision for those whom in 
the conrae of nature he would leave behind him. Love of 
money for its own sake, or for that of the futilities it can 
purchase, was altogether foreign to his nature. At the 
same time, the rapid making of large sums has potent at- 
tractions for most men ; and these attractions are perhaps 
Btrongest for those who engage in the pursuit for the sake 
of the race as well as of the prize. Dickens's readings 
were virtually something new ; their success was not only 
all his own, but unique and nnprecedeated — what nobody 
but himself ever had achieved or ever could have achieved. 
Yet the determining motive — if I read his nature rightly 
— was, after all, of another kind. "Two souls dwelt in 
his breast ;" and when their aspirations united in one ap- 
peal it was irresistible. The author who craved for the 
visible signs of a sympathy responding to that which he 
felt for his multitudes of readers, and the actor who longed 
to impersonate creations already beings of flesh and blood 
to himself, were both astir in him, and in both capaeitiea 
he felt himself drawn into the very publicity deprecated 
by his friends. He liked, as one who knew him thorough- 
ly said to me, to be face to face with his public ; and 
against this liking, which he had already indulged as fully 
as he could without passing the boundaries between private 
and professional life, arguments were in vain. It has been 
declared sheer pedantry to speak of such boundaries ; and 
to suggest that there is anything degrading in paid read- 
ings snch as those of Dickens would, on the face of it, be 
absurd. On the other hand, the author who, on or oS the 
stage, becomes the interpreter of his writings to large 
audiences, more especially if he does his best to stereotype 
his interpretation by constantly repeating it, limits his own 
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prerogative of being man^ ttuDga to many men ; and 
where tUe author of a work, more particularly of a wort 
of fiction, adjusts it to circumstances differing from those 
of its production, be allows the requireiueuts of tbe lesser 
art to prejudioe the ckima of the greater. 

Dickens cannot have been blind to these consideralionB ; 
but to others his eyes were never opened, lie found 
much that was inspiriting in his success as a reader, and 
this not only in the large sums he gained, or even in the 
" roaring sea of response," to use bis own fine metaphor, 
of which he had become accustomed to " stand upon the 
beach." His truest sentiment as an author was touched 
to the quick ; and he was, as he says himself, " brought 
very near to what he bad sometimes dreamed might be 
his fame," when, at York, a iady, whose face be had never 
seen, stopped him iu tbe street, and said to him, " Mr. 
Dickons, will you let me tonch the hand that has filled my 
house with many friends f or when, at Bclfaat, he was al- 
most overwhelmed with entreaties " to shake hands. Mis- 
tber Dickens, and God bless you, air; not ounly for the 
light you've been in mee house, sir — and God love your 
face ! — this many a year." On the other hand — and this, 
perhaps, a nature like his would not be the quickest to 
perceive — there was something vulgarising in the constant 
striving after immediate success in the shape of large au- 
diences, loud applause, and aatisfactory receipts. The con- 
ditions of the actor's art cannot forego these stimulants ; 
and this is precisely his disadvantage in comparison with 
artists who are able to possess themselves in quiet. To 
me, at least, it is painful to find Dickens jubilantly record- 
ing how at Dublin "eleven bank-notes were thrust into 

pay-box — Arthur saw them — at one time for 
Btalls ;" how at Edinburgh " neither Grisi, nor Jenny Lind, 
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nor anything, nor anybody, seems to make the least effect 
on the draw of the readinf^a ;" while, every allowance be- 
ing made, there is something almost Indicrous in the dou- 
ble assertion, that " the most delicate audience I had ever 
seen in any provincial place is Canterbury ; but the aadi- 
ence with the greatest sense of humour certainly is Dover." 
What subjects for parody Dictena would have found in 
these innocent ecstasies if uttered by any other man! 
Undoubtedly, this enthnaiasm was closely connected with 
the very thoroughness with which he entered into the 
wort of bis readings. "You have no idea," ho tells Fors- 
ter, in 1867, "how I have worked at them. Finding it 
necessary, as their reputation widened, that they should be 
better than at first, / have learnt them all, so as to have no 
mechanical drawback in looking after the words. I have 
tested all the serious passion in them by everything I 
know; made the humorous points much more humorous; 
corrected my utterance of certain words; cultivated a self- 
pOEsesaiou not to be disturbed ; and made myself master 
of the aituation." " From ten years ago to last night," he 
writes to his son from Baltimore in 1868, "I have never 
read to an audience but I have watched for an opportunity 
of striking out something better somewhere." The fresh- 
ness with which he returned night after night and season 
after season to the sphere of his previous Buccesses, was 
itself a genuine actor's gift. "■ So real," he declares, " are 
my fictions to myself, that, after hundreds of nights, I 
come with a feeling of perfect freshness to that little red 
table, and laugh and cry with my hearers as if I had never 
stood there before." 

Dickens's first public readings were given at Birming- 
ham, during the Christmas week of 1853 — '54, in si 
port of the new Midland Institnte ; but a record — for t 
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authenticity of which I cannot vouch — remains, that with 
true theatrical inatinct he, before the Christmas in ques- 
tion, gave a trial reading of the Ckriatmas Carol to a 
smaller public audience at Peterborough. He had eince 
been repeatedly found willing to read for benevolent pur- 
poses ; and the very fact that it had become necessary to 
decline some of these frequent invitations had again sug- 
gested the possibility — which had occurred to him eleven 
years before — of meeting the demand in a diSerent way. 
Yet it may, after all, be doubted whether the idea of un- 
dertaking an entire series of paid public readings would 
have been carried out, had It not been for the general rest- 
lessness which had seized upon Dickens early in 1868, 
when, moreover, he had no special task either of labour or 
of leisure to absorb him, and when he craved for excite- 
ment more than ever. To go home — in this springtime 
of 1858 — was not to find there the peace of contentment. 
" I mnst do something," he wrote in March to his faithful 
counsellor, " or I shall wear my heart away. I can see no 
better thing to do that is half so hopeful in itself, or half 
BO well suited to my restless state." 

So by April the die was cast, and on the 39th of that 
month he had entered into bis new relation with the pub- 
lic. One of the strongest and most genuine impulses of 
his nature had victoriously asserted itself, and according 
to his wont be addressed himself to his task with a relentr 
less vigour which flinched from no exertion. He began 
with a brief series at St. Martin's Hall, and then, his inval- 
uable friend Arthur Smith continuing to act as his man- 
ager, he contrived to eram not less than eighty-seven read- 
ings into three months and a half of travelling in the 
" provinces," including Scotland and Ireland. A few win- 
ter readings in London, and a short supplementary course 
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is the country during October, 1859, completed this first 
aericB. Already, in 1858, we find liim, in a letter from 
^land, complaining of the "tremendous strain," and de- 
claring, " I seem to be always either in a railway carri^^e, 
or reading, or going to bed. I get so knocked up, when- 
ever I have a minute to remember it, that then I go to 
bed aa a matter of conrse." But the enthnaiasm which 
|l everywhere welcomed him — I can testify to the thrill of 

escitemont produced by his visit to Cambridge, in Octo- 
ber, 1859 — repaid him for his fatigues. Scotland thawed 
to him, and with Dublin — where his success was eitraor- 
dinary — he was bo smitten as to think it at first sight 
" pretty nigh as big as Paris." In return, the Boots at 
Morrison's expressed the general feeling in a patriotic 
point of view ; " ' Whaat sart of a hoose, sur V he asked 
me, ' Capital.' ' The Lard be prmsed, for the 'onor o' 
Dooblin.' " 

The books, or portions of books, to which ho confined 
himself during this first series of readings were few in 
nnmber. They comprised the Carol and the Chimes, and 
two stories from earlier Christmas numbers of Housekold 
Words — may the exclamation of the soft-hearted chamber- 
maid at the Holly Tree Inn, " It's a shame to part 'em !" 
never vanish from my memory ! — together with the epi- 
Bodic readings of the Trial in Pickwick, Mrs. Gamp, and 
Paul Domheij. Of these the Piekwiek, which I heard 
more than once, is still vividly present to me. The only 
drawback to the complete enjoyment of it was the larking 
fear that there bad been some tampering with the text, 
not to be condoned even in its author. But in the way 
of assumption Charles Mathews the elder himself could 

Lhave accomplished no more Protean effort The lack- 
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Mr. Serjeant Biizfnz, and the hopcleee impotence of Ui^-1 
Nathaniel Winkle were alike incomparable. And if the M 
success of the impersonation of Mr. Samuel Weller was I 
less complete — although Dickens had formerly acted \hem 
character on an smatenr stage — the reason probably i 
that, by reason of his endiess store of ancient and modern fl 
instances, Sam had himself become a qaasi-mythical being, 1 
whom it was almost painful to find reproduced in flesh. 'f 
and blood. 

I have not hesitated to treat these readings by Dickens i 
as if they had been the performances of an actor ; and the 'f 
description wonld apply even more strongly to his lat« J 
readings, in which he seemed to make his points in a mora J 
accentuated fashion than before. "His readings," sayxV 
Mr. C. Kent, in an interesting little book about them, f" 
" were, in the fullest meaning of the words, singularly in- ■ 
genions and highly -elaborated histrionic performances." ^ 
As such they had been prepared with a care such as few 1 
actors bestow upon their parts, and — for the book was pr^ j 
pared not less than the reading — not ail authors bestow ^ 
upon their plays. Now, the art of reading, even in 
case of dramatic works, has its own laws, which even the 
most brilliant readers cannot neglect except at their peril. 
A proper pitch has to be found, in the first instance, be- 
fore the exceptional passages can be, as it were, marked 
off from it ; and the absence of this ground-tone som&- I 
times interfered with the total effect of a reading by Dick- I 
ens. On the other hand, the exceptional pass^es we 
not uniformly, at least generally excellent ; nor am I at all 1 
disposed to agree with Forster in preferring, as a rule, the ] 
humorous to the pathetic. At the same time, there v 
noticeable in these readings a certain hardness which comr I 
petent critics Ukewise discerned in Dickens's acting, and j 
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vbich could not, at least in tho former case, be regarded 
as an ordinary characteristic of dilettanteisra. The truth 
is that be isolated his parte too sharply — a frequent 
fanlt of English acting, and one more detrimental to 
the total effect of a reading than even to that of an acted 
play. 

No sooner had the lieariesl stress of the first series of 
readings ceased than Diokens was once more at work 
upon a new fiction, Tho more immediate purpose was 
to insure a prosperous launch to the journal wliicfa, In the 
spring of 1859, took the place ot Household Words. A 
dispute, painful in its origin, but ending in an amicable 
issae, bad resulted in the purchase of that journal by 
Dickens ; but already a little earlier be had — as he was 
entitled to do — begun the new veuture of All the Year 
Round, with which Household Words was afterwards in- 
corporated. The first number, pnblialied on April 30, 
contained the earliest instalment of A Tale of Two Cities, 
which was completed by November 20 following. 

This story holds a unique place amongst the fictions of 
its author. Perhaps the moat strikiug difierence between 
it and Lis other novels may seem to lie in the all but entire 
absence from it of any humour or attempt at humour; for 
neither the brutalities of that " honest tradesman," Jerry, 
nor the laconisms of Miss Pross, can well be called by that 
name. Not that hia sources of hnmour were drying up, 
even though, about this time, he contributed to an Ameri- 
can journal a short " romance of the real world," Hunted 
Down, from which the aame relief is again conspicnonsly 
absent. For the humour of Dickens was to assert itself 
with unmistakable force in his next longer fiction, and was 
even before that, in some of his occasional papers, to give 
delightful proofs of its continued vigour. In the case of 
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tlie Tale of Two Cititi, he b»d a new and distinct design 
in his mind which did not, indeed, exclude humour, bul 
with which a liberal indulgence in it must have seriously 
interfered. " I Bet myself," he writes, " the little task of 
writing a picturesque story, rising in every chapter with 
characters true to nature, bat whom the story itself should 
enpresB more than they should express themselves by dia- 
logue. I mean, in other words, that I fancied a story of 
incident might be written, in place of the bestiality that is 
written under that pretence, pounding the characters out 
in its own mortar, and beating their own interests out of 
them." He therefore renounced his more usual method la 
favour of one probably less congenial to him. Yet, in his 
own opinion at least, he succeeded so well in the under- 
taking, that when the story was near its end he could vent- 
ure to express a hope that it was " the best story he had 
written," So much praise will hardly be given to this 
novel even by admirers of the French art of telling a story 
succinctly, or by those whi> can never resist a rather hys- 
terical treatment of the French Revolution. 

In my own opinion A Tale of Two Cities is a skilfully 
though not perfectly constructed novel, which needed but 
little substantial alteration in order to be converted into 
a not less efiective stage-play. And with such a design 
Dickens actually sent the proof-sheets of the book to hia 
friend Regnier, in the fearful hope that he might approve 
of the project of its dramatisation for a French theatre. 
Cleverly or clumsily adapted, the tale of the Revolution 
and its sanguinary vengeance was unlikely to commend 
itself to the Imperial censorship ; but an English versioa 
was, I believe, afterwards very fairly successful 
boards of the Adelphi, where Madame Celeste 

inly in her right place as Madame Defargo, an excellent 
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character for a melodrama, though rather wearisome as 
she lies in wait through half a novel. 

The coDstraction of this story is, as 1 have said, skilful 
bat not perfect. Dickens himself successfully defended 
his use of accident in bringing about the death of Ma- 
dame Defai^. The real objection to the conduct of this 
episode, however, lies in the inadequacy of the contrivance 
for leaving Miss Pross behind in Paris. Too much is also, 
I think, made to turn upon the three words "and their 
descendants" — non-essential in the original connexion — by 
which Dr, Manette's written denunciation becomes fatal to 
those he loves. Still, the general edifice of the plot is solid ; 
its interest is, notwithstanding the crowded background, 
concentrated with much skill upon a small group of person- 
ages ; and Carton's self-sacrifice, admirably prepared from 
the very first, produces a legitimate tragic effect. At the 
same time the novelist's art vindicates its own claims. Not 
only does this story contain several narrative episodes of 
remarkable power — such as the flight from Paris at the 
close, and the touching little incident of the seamstress, 
to!d in Dickens's sweetest pathetic manner — bat it is like- 
wise enriched by some descriptive pictm'cs of unusual ex- 
cellence : for instance, the sketch of Dover in the good 
old smuggling times, and the mezzo -tint of the stormy 
evening in Soho. Doubtless the increased mannerism of 
the style is disturbing, and this not only in the high-strung 
French scenes. As to the historical element in this novel, 
Diclieus modestly avowed his wish that he might by his 
story have been able " to add something to the popular 
and picturesque means of understanding that terrihle time, 
tioagli no one can hope to add anything to Mr. Carlyle's 
wonderful book." But if Dickens desired to depict the 
noble of the anden regime, either according to Carljle or 
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according to iotrmBic probability, he should not have of- 
fered, in his Marquis, a type historically questionable, and 
nnnataral besides. The deacription of the Saint ADtoine, 
before and during the bursting of the storm, has in it more 
of tnithfulneas, or of the semblance of truthfulness ; and 
Dickens's perception of tlie physiognomy of the French 
workman is, I think, remarkably accurate. Altogether, 
the boot is an entraordinarj tour deforce, which Dickens 
never repeated. 

The opening of a new story by Dickens gave the necea- 
sary impetus to hia new journal at its earliest stage ; nor 
was the ground thus gained ever lost. Mr. W. H. Wills 
stood by his chiefs side as of old, taking, more especially 
in -later years, no small share of responsibility upon him. 
The prospectus of All the Year Round had not in vain 
promised an ideality of principle in its conduct with that 
of its predecessor; in energy and spirit it showed no 
falling off ; and, though not in all respects, the personality 
of Dickens made itself felt as distinctly as ever. Besides 
the Tale of Two Cities he contributed to it his story of 
Sreat Bxpeetaiions. Amongst his contributors Mr. Wi line 
Collins took away the breath of multitudes of readers; 
Mr. Charles Reade disported himself amongst the facts 
which gave stamina to his fiction ; and Lord Lytton made 
a daring voyage into a mysterious country. Thither 
Dickens followed him, for once, in his Four Stories, not 
otherwise noteworthy, and written in a manner already 
difficult to discriminate from that of Mr. Wilkie Collins. 
For the rest, the advice with which Dickens aided Lord 
Lytton's progress in his Strange Story was neither more 
ready nor more painstaking than that which he bestowed 
npon bis younger contributors, to more than one of whom 
he generously gave the opportnnity of publishing in ' 
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journal a long work of fictioD. Some of these joanger 
writers were at this period amoogBt his moat frequent 
guests and aasociatea ; for nothing more naturally i 
meuded itself to him than the encouragement of tb^ 
younger generation. 

But though longer imaginative works played ut leaat a 
conspicuoiia a part in the new journal as they had in the 
old, the coaductor likewise continned to make manifest 
his intention that the lesser contributions should not be 
treated by readers or by writers as harmless necessary 
"padding." For this purpose it was requisite not only 
that the choice of subjects should be made with the ut- 
most care, but also that the master's hand should itself be 
occasionally visible. Dickens's occasional contributions 
had been few and unimportant, till in a happy hour he 
began a series of papers, including many of tlie ptaasant- 
est, as well as of the mellowest, amongst the lighter pro- 
ductions of his pen. As usual, he had taken care to find 
for this series a name which of itself went far to make its 
fortune. 

"I am both a, tarm and a uountiy traveller, a.ad am ainaya on the 
rond. Figuratiretj speaking, I tnavel for tlie great baase of Huaiaa 
Interest Brothers, mid liare rather a largo cuiiQexlQii in the Eancj' 
gnods viay. Lilcrallj speaking, I am alvajs wandering here and 
there from my rooms in Govent Garden, London — now about the 
city sli'eets, now about tbe coantr; by-roads, seeing many little 
things, tind some great things, wliicb, because the; interesC me, I 
think may interest others." 

The whole collection of these Uncommercial Traveller 
papers, together with the Uncommercial Samples which 
succeeded them after Dickens's return from America, 
which begin with a graphic account of his homeward 
age Aboard Skip, where the voice 
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tbe motion of the screw, amoiiots to thirty-seven articles, 
and epreada over a period of nine years. They are neces- 
sarily of varying merit, but amongst them are somu which 
deserve a permanent place in our lighter literature. Such 
are the description of the oburch-yards on a quiet evening 
in The City of the Absent, the grotesque picture of lonuli- 
ness in Chambers — a favourite theme with Dickens — and 
the actmirable papers on Shy NeigkbouThoods and oa 
Tramps. Others have a biographical interest, though 
delightfully objective in treatment ; yet others are mere 
fugitive pieces; hut there are few without some of the 
most attractive qualities of Dickens's easiest style. 

Dickens contributed other occasional papers to his jour- 
na), some of which may be forgotten without injury to his 
fame. Amongst these may be reckoned the rather dreary 
Oeorge Silverman'g Sxplanalion (1868), in which there is 
nothing characteristic hut a vivid picture of a set of rant- 
ers, led by a clique of scoundrels ; on the other hand, there 
will always be admirers of the pretty Hiiiiday Romance, 
published nearly simultaneously in America and England, 
k nosegay of tales told by children, the only fault of which 
is that, as with other children's nosegays, there is perhaps 
a little too much of it. I have no room for helping to 
rescue from partial oblivion an old friend, whose portrait 
has not, I think, found a home amongst his master's collects 
ed sketchoa, Pincher's counterfeit has gone astray, like 
Pincker himself. Meanwhile, the special institution of 
the Christmas number flourished in connexion with All 
the Year Sound down to the year 1867, as it had during 
the last five years of Household Words. It consisted, with 
the exception of the very last nnmber, of a series of short 
stories, in a framework of the editor's own devising. To 
the authors of the stories, of which he invariably himself 
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wrote ODe or more, he left the ntmoat liberty, at times 
stipnlating for nothing hnt that tone of cheerful philan- 
thropy which he had domesticated in his jouroal. lu the 
Christmas uumbers, which gradually attained to such a 
popularity that oE one of the last something like a quarter 
of a million copies were sold, Bickens himself shone most 
coQ^picuousIy in the introductory sections ; and some of 
these are to be reckoned amongst his very best descriptive 
character-sketches. Already in ffouiehold Words Christ- 
mas numbers the introductory sketch of the Seven Poor 
Travellers from Watt's Charity at supper in the Rochester 
hostelry, and the excellent description of a winter journey 
and aoJDurn at the Holbj Tree Inn, with an excursus on 
inns in genera!, had become widely popular. The All the 
Tear Round numbers, however, lai^ely augmented this 
success. After Tom Tiddler's Ground, with the advent- 
nres of Miss Kitty Kimmeens, a pretty little morality in 
miniature, teaching the same lesson as the vagaiies of Mr. 
Mopes the hermit, came Somebody's Luggage, with its ex- 
haustive disquisition on waiters ; and then the memorable 
chirpings of Mrs. Lirriper, in both Lodgings and Legacy, 
admirable in the delicacy of their pathos, and including an 
inimitable picture of London lodging-house life. Then 
followed the Prescriptions of Dr. Marigold, the eloquent 
and sarcastic but tender-hearted Cheap Jack ; and Mugby 
Junction, which gave words to the cry of a whole nation 
of hungry and thirsty travellers. In the tales and sketches 
contributed by him to the Christmaa numbers, in addition 
to these introductions, he at times gave the rein to his love 
for the fanciful and the grotesque, which there was here 
no reason to keep under. On the whole, written, as in a 
sense these compositions were, to order, nothing is more 
astonishing in them than his continued freshness, against 
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which his manQerism ia here of vanishing importance;:' 
and, inasmuch as after issuing a last Cbristmas number of 9 
a diSercnt kind, Dickens abandoned the custom wbeD it | 
had reached the height of popular favour, and whci 
if old imitations had offered him the homage of their flat-1 
tery, he may be aaid to have withdrawn from this cam-f 
paign in hia literary life with banners dying. 

Id the year 1859 Dickens's readings had been compar- 
atively few ; and they had ceased altogether in the foUow- 
ing year, when the Uncomniermal Traveller began hia 
wanderings. The winter from 1859 to 1860 was his last 
winter at Tavistock House ; and, with the exception of his 
rooms in Wellington Street, he had now no settled resi- 
dence but Gad's Hill Place. He sought its pleasant re- 
treat about the beginning of June, after the new experience 
of an attack of rheumatism had made him recognise "the 
necessity of country training all through the summer." 
Yet such was the recuperative power, or the indomitable 
self-confidence, of his nature, that after he had in theee 
summer months contributed some of the most delightful 
Uncommercial Traveller papers to his journal, we find bim 
already in August " prowling about, meditating a I 
book." 

It ia refreshing to think of Dickens in this pleas 
interval of country life, before he had rushed once m 
into the excitement of his labours as a public reader. We 
may picture him to ourselves, accompanied by his dogs, 
striding along the country roads and lanes, exploring the 
bauutsof the country tramps, "a piece of Kentish road," for I 
instance, " bordered on either side by a wood, and having J 
on one hand, between the road-dust and the trees, a skirt- ] 
ing patch of grass. Wild flowers grow in abundance t 
this spot, and it lies high and airy, with a distant river 
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Btealing steadUy away to the ocean like a. man'a life. Tol 
gain the mile-stone here, which the moss, primroses, vio-J 
lets, bluebells, and wild roses would soon render illegible ^ 
but fur peering travellers pushing them aside with their 
sticks, you must come up a steep hill, come which way 
you may." At the foot of that hill, I fancy, lay Dull- 
borough town half asleep in the summer afternoon; and 
the river in the distance was that which bounded the 
horizon of a little boy's vision "whose father's family 
name was Pirrip, and whose Christian name was Philip^ J 
but whose infant tongue could make of both names noth 
ing longer or more explicit than Pip." 

The story of Pip's adventures, the novel of Great 1 
pectalionx, was thought over in these Kentish perambula* 
tions between Thames and Medway along the road which 4 
rans, apparently with the intention of running out to a 
from Higham towards the marshes ; in the lonely church- 
yard of Cooling village by the thirteen little stone -loz- 
enges, of which Pip counted only five, now nearly buried in 
their turn by the rank grass ; and in quiet saunters through 
the familiar streets of Kochester, past the "queer" Town- 
hall ; and through the " Vinos " past the fine old Restora- 
tion House, called in the book (by the name of an alto- 
gether diSerent edifice) Satis House. And the climax of 
tho narrative was elaborated on a unique steamboat eiicup- ^ 
eion from London to the mouth of the Thames, broken by ■ 
a night at the " Ship and Lobster," an old riverside inn call- 
ed "The Ship" in the story. No wonder that Dickena'a 
desoriptive genius should become refreshed by these studies 
of his subject, and that thus Great Expectations should have 
indispatahly become one of the most picturesque of hia 
books. But it is something very much more at the same.J 
time. The Tale of Two Cities had as a story strongly-I 
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seized upon the attention of the reader. But in the earlier 
chapters of Great Expectation every one felt that Diekena 
vas himself i^ain. Since the Yarmouth scenes in David 
Copperfieid he had written nothing in which description 
married itself to Bentiment so hiiimirously and so tender- 
ly. Unconth, and alow, and straightforward, and gentle 
of heart, like Mr. Peggotty, Joe Gargery is as new a con- 
ception as he is a genuinely true one; nor is it easy to 
know under what aspect to relish him most — whether dis- 
consolate in his Sunday clothes, " like some extraordinary 
bird, standing, as he did, speechless, with his tuft of feath- 
ers ruffled, and his mouth open as if be wanted a worm," or 
at home by his own fireside, winking at hia little comrade, 
and, when caught in the act by his wife, " drawing the back 
of his hand across his nose with his usual conciliatory 
air on such occasions." Nor since David Copperfieid had 
Dickens again shown snch an insight as he showed here 
into the world of a child's mind. " To be quite sure," he 
wrote to Forater, " I had fallen into no unconscious repe- 
titions, I read David Copperfieid again the other day, and 
was affected by it to a degree you would hardly believe." 
His fears were unnecessary ; for with all its charm the 
history of Pip lacks the personal element which insures 
our sympathy to the earlier story and to its hero. In 
delicacy of feeling, however, as well as in humour of de- 
scription, nothing in Dickens surpasses the earlier chap- 
ters of Great Expectations ; and equally excellent is the 
narrative of Pip's disloyalty of heart toward his early 
friends, down to his departure from the forge, a picture 
of pitiable selfishness almost Rousseau-likc in its fidelity 
to poor human nature; down to his comic humiliation, 
vhen in the pride of hia new position and his new clothes, 
before " that unlimited miscreant, Trabb'a boy," Tha 
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later and especially the concIudiDg portions of this novel 
contain much that is equal in power to its opening ; but 
it roust be allowed that, before many chapters have ended, 
a false tone finds its way into the atory. The whole his- 
tory of Miss Havisham, and the crew of relations round 
the unfortunate creature, is strained and unnatural, and 
Estella's hardness is as repulsive as that of Edith Dombey 
herself. Mr. JHggcra and his ho use- keeper, and even Mr. 
Wemmick, have an element of artificiality in them, whilst 
about the Pocket family there is tittic, if anything at all, 
that is real. The atory, however, seems to recover itself 
as the main thread in its deftly-woven texture is brought 
forward again : when on a dark, gusty night, ominous of 
coming trouble, the catastrophe of Pip's expectations an- 
noances itself in the return from abroad of his unknown 
benefactor, the convict whom he had as a child fed on the 
marshes. The remainder of the nnrrative ia successful in 
conveying to the reader the sense of sickening ansiety 
which fills the hero ; the interest is skilfully sustained by 
the introduction of a very strong situation — Pip's narrow 
escape out of the clutches of " Old Orlick " in the lime-kiln 
on the marshes; and the climax is reached in the admi- 
rably-executed narrative of the convict's attempt, with the 
aid of P^ to escape by the river. The actual winding- 
up of Great Expectations is not altogether satisfactory; 
but on the whole the hook must be ranked among the 
very best of Dickens's lat«r novels, as combining, with the 
closer construction and intenser narrative force common 
to several of these, not a little of the delightfully genial 
bumour of his earlier works. 

Already, before Great Mtpeetaiiona was completely pub- 
lished, Dickens had given a few readings at the St. James's 
Hall, and by the end of October in the same year, 1861, 
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he was once more engaged in a full course of countr 
readings. Thc^ occupied him till the followicg Jaauiirj'3 
only ton days being left for his Christmas nun 
a brief holiday for Christmas itself; so close was the a 
justment of time and work by this favourite of fortuni 
The death of bis faithful Arthur Smith befell most unto-^ 
wardly before the country readings were begun, but their 
success was unbroken, from Scotland to South Devon. 
The long-contemplated extract from Copperfield had at 
last been added to the list — a aelf-aacrifice coram publiea 
hallowed by success— and another from Nicholas Nicileb 
which " went in the wildest manner." He was, howevtf j 
nearly worn out with fatigue before these winter reading! 
were over, and was glad to snatch a moment of repoM 
before a short spring course In town began. Scarcely waq 
this finished, when he was coquetting in his mind with a 
oficr from Australia, and had already proposed to himse 
to throw in, as a piece of work by the way, a aeries c 
papers to be called The Uiuiommercial Traveller Up» 
Dawn. Meanwhile, a few readings for a charitable pnl 
pose in Paris, and a short summer course at St.Janiea^Q 
Hall, completed this second series in the year I8G 

"Whatever passing thoughts overwork by day or slesprl 
lessness at night may have occasionally brought i 
them, Dickens himself would have been strangely sup' 
prised, as no doubt would have been the great body of &I 
public to which he was by this time about the best kuowafl 
man in England, bad he been warned that weakness s 
weariness were not to be avoided even by a nature en^l 
dowed with faculties so splendid and with an energy sotS 
conquering as his. He seemed to stand erect in th^J 
strength of his matured powers, equal as of old to aa^M 
task which he set himself, and exulting, though with leal 
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buoyancy of spirit than of olii, in tho wreaths which c 
tinued to strew his pnth. Yet already tho ranks of hi»l 
contemporaries were growing thinner, while close to liin 
self death was taking away members of the generatioB'B 
before, and of that after, his own. Amongst them w 
mother — of whom his biograpby and bis works have littlaq 
to say or to suggest — and hia second son. Happy events,* 
too, had in the due course of things contracted the fsmily-B 
circle at Gad's Hill. Of his intimates, he lost, ii 
Augustus Egg ; and in 1864 John JJeecb, to whose geniaa 
he had himself formerly rendered eloquent homage. 

A stilt older associate, the great painter Stanfield, sur- 
vived till 1867. " No one of your father's friends," Dick- 
ens tben wrote to Stanfield's son, " can ever have loved him 
more dearly than I always did, or can have better known 
the worth of bis noble character." Yet another friend, ■ 
who, however, so far as I can gatiier, liad not at any time 
belonged to Dickens's most familiar circle, had died on 
Christmas Eve, 1863 — Thacte ray, whom it had for some 
time become customary to compare or contrast with him 
as bia natural rival. Yet in point of fact, save for the 
tenderness which, as with all humourists of the highest or- 
der, was an important element in their writings, and save 
for the influences of time and country to which they were 
both subject, there arc bsrdly two other amongst our great 
humourists who have less in common. Their unlikeness 
shows itself, among other things, in the use made by 
Thackeray of suggestions which it is difficult to believe he 
did not in the first instance owe to Dickens. Who would 
venture to call Captain Costigan a pl^iarism from Mr. 
Snevellioi, or to affect that Wenham and Wagg were copied 
from Pyke and Plack, or that Major Pendennia — whosa J 
pardon one feels inclined to beg for the juxtaposition— ^ 1 
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yna foanded upon Major Bagskick, or tbe Old Campaigner 
in the Nemcmiiet on the Old Soldier in Copperfieldf Bat 
that suggestions were in thcae and perhaps Iq a few other 
instftnces derived from Dickons by Thackeray for Bome of 
his moat mafterly characters, it would, I think, be id]e to 
deny. In any case, the style of these two great writfirs 
differed as profoundly as their way of looking at men and 
things. Yet neither of them lacked a thorough apprecia' 
tion of the other's genius; and it is pleasant to remember 
that, after paying in PendennU a tribute to the purity of 
Dickens's books, Thackeray in a public lecture referred to 
his supposed rival in a way which elicited from the latter 
the warmest of acknowledgments. It cannot be said that 
the memoiial words which, after Thackeray's death, Dick- 
ens was prevailed upon to contribute to the Cornhill Mag- 
azine did more than justice to the great writer whom Eng- 
land had just lost; but it is well that the kindly and un- 
stinting tribute of admiration should remain on record, 
to contradict any suppositioti that a disf^eement which 
had some years previously disturbed tlie harmony of their 
intercourse, and of which the world had, according to its 
wont, made the most, had really estranged two generous 
minds from one another. The effort which on this occa- 
Mon Dickens made is in itself a proof of his kindly feeling 
towards Thackeray. Of Talfourd and Landor and Stan- 
field he could write readily after their deaths, but he frank- 
ly told Mr. Wilkie Collius that, " had he felt ho could," he 
■would most gladly have excused himself from writing the 
"couple of pages" about Thackeray. 

Dickens, it should be remembered, was at no time a 
man of many friends. The mere dalliance of friendsliip 
was foreign to one who worked go indofatigably in his 
hours of recreation as well as of labour ; and fellowship 
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ID work of one kind or another seems to have been, in' | 
later years at all events, the surest support to liis intimacy. 
Yet he was roost easily drawn, not only to those who I 
could help him, but to those whom he could help ii 
genial pursuits and undertakings. Such was, no doubt, I 
the origin of his friendship in these later years with aa j 
accomplished Freach actor on the English boards, i 
in a rather barren period of our theatrical Liatory, Dickena ] 
may have been justified in describing as "far beyond any 
one on our stage," and who certainly was an " admirable 
artist." In 1864 Mr. Fechter had taken the Lyceum, the 
management of which he was to identify with a more ele- 
gant kind of melodrama than that long domesticated 
lower down the Strand ; and Dickens was delighted to 
bestow on him counsel frankly sougbt and frankly given. 
As an author, too, he directiy associated himself with the 
art of his friend.' For I may mention here by anticipa- 
tion that the last of the All the Year Round Christmas 
Dumbers, the continuous story of No Thoroiigkfare, was 
written by Dickens and Mr. Wilkie Collins in 1867, with j 
a direct eye to its subsequent adaptation to the stage, for 1 
which it actually was fitted by Mr. Wilkie Collins in the 
following year. The place of its production, the Adelpht, 
suited the broad effects and tfac rather conventional comic 
humour of the story and piece. From America, Dickens 

' One of tbe !aat thioga ever written by Dickens was s criticiEm 
of U. Fecbter's acdng, intended to intraduoe him to the American 
public A false report, by-the.w&j, declared Dickens to have been 
the author of the dramatic version of Scott's novel, which at Christ- 
mas, 1865-'6a, waB produced at the Lyceum, under the title of 7S< 
Matter of Ravenamood ; but he alluired that he had done "a great 
deal towards and about the piece, having an earnest desire ti 
Bcott, Sm once, on tbe stage iu bis own gallant m 
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watched the preparat!oD of the piece with unflagging i 
terest; and his innate and irrepressible genius for stage- 
manageraent reveals itaolf in the following passage from 
a letter written hy him to an American friend soon after 
his return to England : " JVo Thoroughfare is very shortly 
coming out in Paris, where it is now in active rehearsal. 
It is still playing here, bat without Fechter, who has been 
very ill. He and Wilkie raised so many pieces of stage- 
eScct here, that, unless I am quite satisfied with the re- 
port, I shall go over and try my stage-in anagerisl hand at 
the Vauderilie Theatre. I particnlarly want the drugging 
and attempted robbery in the bedroom-scene nt the Swiss 
Inn to he done to the sound of a water-fall rising and fall- 
ing with the wind. Although in the very opening of that 
scene they apeak of the water-fall, and listen to it, nobody 
thought of its mysterious music. I could make it, with a 
good stage-carpenter, in an hour." 

Great Hxpectalions had lieen finished in 1 860, and al- 
ready in the latter part of 1861, the year which comprised 
the main portion of his second aeries of readings, he had 
been thinking of a new story. He had even found a title 
— the onlucky title which he afterwards adopted — but in 
1662 the tempting Australian invitation had been a seri- 
ous obstacle in his way. " I can force myself to go aboard 
a ship, and I can force myself to do at that reading-desk 
what I have done a hundred times; but whether, with all 
this unsettled, fluctuating distress in my mind, I could 
force an original book out of it is another question." Nor 
was it the " unsettled, fluctuating distress " which made it 
a serious effort for him to attempt another longer fiction. 
Dickens shared with most writers the experience that both 
the inventive power and the elasticity of memory decline 
with advancing years. Already since the time when 1 
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was thinking nf writing Little Dorrit it had become 1 
habit to enter in a book kept for the purpose memoi-andtt 
for possible future use, hints for subjects of stories," 
scenes, situations, and characters ; thoughts and fancies of 
all kinds; titles for possible books. Of these Somtbody't 
Luggage, Our Mutual Friend, and No Tliorouffhfart — 
the last an old fancy revived — came to honourable use; as 
did many naiuce, both Chriatian and Bamameg, and com- 
binations of both. Thus, Bradley IIcadstoDe's prwnomm 
was derived directly from the lists of the Education De- 
partment, and the Lammlcs and the Stiltstal kings, with 
Mr. Merdle and the Dorrits, existed as names before the 
charactei's were fitted to them. All this, thongh no doubt 
in part attributable to the playful readincHR of an observa- 
tion never to be canght asleep, points in the dii'ection of a 
desire to be securely provided with an armoury of which, 
in earlier days, he would hare taken alight thought. 

Gradually — indeed, so far as I know, more gradually than 
in the case of any other of his stories — he had built up the 
tale for which he had determined on the title of Our Mut- 
ual Friend, and slowly, and withont his old self-oonlidence, 
he had, in the latter part of 1863, set to work upon it. "I 
want to prepare it for the spring, but I am determined not 
to begin to publish with lesit than four numbers done. I 
see my opening perfeolly, with the one main line on which 
the story is to turn, and if I don't strike while the iron 
(meaning myself) ia hot, I shall drift off again, and have 
to go through all this uneasiness once more." For, unfort- 
unately, he had resolved on returning to the old twenty- 
number measure for his new story. Begun with an effort, 

' DickcQS uniioubteiil}' bad \ genina far titles. Amougst some 
which he auggeated for the use of a friend and oontributor to Us 
joumiil aru, " What mli he do wtA itt" and " Qtn he/brffive herl" 
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Oar Mutual Friend — the publication of which extended 
from May, 1864, to November, 1865 — was completed un- 
der difficulties, and difficulties of a kind hitherto unknonn 
to Dickens. In February, 1865, as an immediate conse- 
qnence, perhaps, of exposure at a time when depression of 
spirits rendered him less able than uenal to bear it, he had 
a severe attack of illness, of which Forster says that it " put 
a broad mark between hia past life and what remained to 
him of the future." From this time forward he felt a 
lameness in his loft foot, which contiDued to trouble him 
at intervals during the remainder of his life, and which 
finally communicated itself to the left hand, A comparison 
of times, however, convinced Forster that the real origin 
of this ailment was to be sought in general causes. 

In 1865, as the year wore on, and the pressure of the 
novel still continued, he felt that he was " working himself 
into a damaged state," and was near to that which has 
greater terrors for natures like hia than for more placid 
temperaments — breaking down. So, in May, he went first 
to the sea-side and then to France. On his return (it was 
the 9th of June, the date of his death five years afterwards) 
he was in the railway train which met with a fearful ac- 
cident at Staplchnrst, in Kent. His carriage was the only 
passenger-carriage in the train which, when the bridge gave 
way, was not thrown over into the stream. He was able 
to escape out of the window, to make his way in again for 
his brandy-flask and the MS. of a number of Our Mutual 
Friend vfhich he had left behind him, to clamber down 
the brickwork of the bridge for water, to do what he could 
towards rescuing his unfortunate fellow-travellers, and to 
aid the wounded and the dying. " I have," he wrote, in 
describing the scene, " a — I don't know what to call it : 
constitutional, I suppose — presence of mindi and was not 
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in tbe Icsst fluttered at the time. . . . But in writiug these 
Bcanty words of recollection I feel the shake, anil atn obliged 
to atop." Nineteen months afterwards, when on a hurried 
reading tour in the North, he complains to Miaa Hogarth 
of the effect of the railway shaking which since the Staple- 
hurst accident " telle more aad more." It is clear how 
serious a shock the accident bad caused. He never, Mias 
Hogarth thinks, quite recovered it. Yet it might have 
acted less disastrously upon a eystem not already ncrrously 
weakened. As evidence of the decline of Dickens's nervona 
power, I hardly know whether it is safe to refer to the 
gradual change in his handwriting, which in his last yean 
is a melancholy study. 

All these circumstances should be taken into accotiDt in 
judging of Dickens's last completed novel. The author 
would not have been himself had he, when once fairly en- 
gaged upon his work, failed to feel something of his old 
self-confidence. Nor was this feeling, which he frankly 
confessed to Mr. Wilkie Collins, altogether unwarranted. 
Oitr Mutual Friend' is, like the rest of Dickens's later 
writings, carefally and skilfully put together as a story. 
No exception is to be taken to it on the ground that the 
identity on which much of the plot hinges is long fore- 
seen by the reader ; for this, as Dickens told his critics in 
his postscript, bad been part of his design, and was, in 
fact, considering the general nature of the story, almost 
indispensable. The defect rather lies in the absence of 
that element of uncertainty which is needed in order to 

' This tide has helped to eitinguieh the phrase of which it coo- 
Biata. Few would now be found to agree with the last clause of Flo- 
ra's parentbeaia in LUtU Borril; "Our mutual frieud — too cold ■ 
word for me; at least I don't mean that very proper eipiession, 
mutual friend." 
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eustain the interest The Btory is, no doubt, iogeniouBly 
enough coDBtrocted, but adrairation of an ingenious con- 
struction is insufficient to occupy the mind of a reader 
through an inevitable disentanglement. Uoreover, some 
of the matihinery, though cleverly contrived, cannot be 
said to work easily. Thus, the ruse of the excellent Bof- 
fin in playing the purt of a ekinflint might pass as a mo- 
mentary device, but its inherent improbability, together 
with the likelihood of its leading to an untoward resiilt, 
makes its protraction undeniably tedious. It is not, how- 
ever, in my opinion at least, in the matter of construction 
that Our Mutual Friend presents a painful contrast with 
earlier works produced, like it, " on a large canvas." The 
conduct of the story as a whole ia fully vigorous enough 
to enchain the attention ; nud in portions of it the hand 
of the master displays its unique power. He is at his best 
in the whole of the water-side scenes, both where " The Six 
Jolly Fellowship Porters " (identified by zealous discoverers 
with a tavern called "The Two Brewers") lies like an oasis 
io the midst of a desert of ill-favoured tidal deposits, and 
where Rogue Biderhood has his lair at the lock higher up 
the river. A marvellous union of observation and imagi- 
nation was needed for the picturing of a world in which 
[ this amphibious monster has his being ; and never did 

I Dickens's inexhaustible knowledge of the physiognomy of 

the Thames and its banks stand liim in better stead than 
in these powerful episodes. It is unfortunate, though in 
I accordance with the common fate of heroes and heroines, 

I that Lizzie Ilexham should, from the outset, have to dis- 

I card the colonring of her surroundings, and to talk the 

I conventional dialect as well as express the conventional 

■ sentiments of the heroic world. Only at the height of the 
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to be remembered amongst the true lieroinea of fiction. 
A more unusual figure, of the hHlf-pothelie, half-grotesque 
kind for which Dickens had a peculiar likiug, is Lizzie's 
friend, the doll's dressmaker, into whom he has certainly 
infused an element of genuine sentiment; her protector, 
Kiah, on the contrary, is a mere stage-saint, though by this 
character Dickens appears to have actually hoped to 
deem the aspersions he was supposed to have cast upon 
the Jews, as if Riah could have redeemed Fagiu, any 
more than Sheva redeemed Shylock. 

But in this book whole episodes and parte of the plot, 
through which the mystery of John Harmon 
length along are ill-adapted for giving pleasure to any 
reader. The whole Boffin, Wegg, and Venus business — if 
the term may pass — is extremely wearisome ; the character 
of Mr. Venus, in particular, seems altogether unconnected 
or unarticulated with the general plot, on which, indeed, 
it is but an accidental excrescence. In the Wilfer family 
there are the outlines of some figures of genuine humour, 
bat the outlines only ; nor is Bella raised into the sphere 
of the charming out of that of the pert and skittish. A 
more ambitious attempt, and a more noteworthy failure, 
was the endeavour to give to the main plot of this novel 
such a satiric foil as the Circumlocution Office had furnish- 
ed to the chief action of Little Dorril, in a caricature of 
society at large, its surface varnish and its interna! rotten- 
ness. The Barnacles, and those who deemed it their duty 
to rally round the Barnacles, had, we saw, felt themselves 
hard hit ; hut what sphere or section of society could 
feel itself specially caricatured in the Vcnecrings, or in 
their associates — the odious Lady Tippins, the impossibly 
brutal Podsnap, Fascination Fledgoby, and the Lammies, 
a couple which suggests nothing but antimony and the 
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Cbamber of Horrora ! Caricnture such as this, represent- 
iDg no Bociety that has ever in any part of the world pre- 
tended to be "good," corresponds to the wild rhetoric of 
the superfluous Betty Higden episode against the "gospel 
according to Podanappery ;" hut it is, in truth, satire from 
which both wit and humour have gone out. Ad angry, 
often almost spasmodic, mannerism has to supply their 
place. Amongst the personages moving in "society" are 
two which, as playing serious parts in the progress of the 
plot, the author is necessarily obliged to seek to endow 
with the flesh and blood of real human beings. Yet it is 
precisely in these — the friends Eugene and Mortimer — 
that, in the earlier part of the novel at all events, the con- 
straint of the author's style seems least relieved ; the dia- 
logues between these two Templars have an unnaturalness 
about them as intolerable aa euphuism or the eSeminacies 
of the Augustan age. It is true that, when the story 
reaches its tragic height, the character of Eugene is borne 
along with it, and his affectations are forgotten. But in 
previous parts of the book, where he poses as a wit, and ia 
evidently meant for a gentleman, he fails to make good 
his claims to either character. Even the skilfully contrived 
contrast between the rivals Eugene Wraybum and the 
school -master, Bradley Headstone — through whom and 
through whose pupil, Dickens, by-the-way, dealt another 
blow against a system of mental training founded upon 
facts alone — fails to bring out the conception of Eugene 
which the anthor manifestly had in his mind. Lastly, the 
old way of reconciling dissonances — a marriage which 
"society" calls a mesalliance — has rarely furnished a 
lamer ending than here; and, had the unwritten laws 
of Engtish popular fiction permitted, a tragic close 
would have better accorded with the sombre hue of 
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I the moet powerfal portions of this carious!; Duequal ro- 
maace. 

The eSort — for such it was — of Our Mutual Friffnd 
had not been over for more than a few months, when 
Dickens accepted a proposal for thirty nights' readings 
from the Messrs. C hap pell ; and by April, 1866, he was 
^ain hard at work, flying across the country into Lanca- 
shire and Scotland, and back to his temporary London 
lesidence in Bonthwlck Place, Hyde Park. In any maD 
more capable than Dickens of controlhng the restlessness 
which consumed him the acceptance of this offer would 
have been incomprehensible ; for his heart had been de- 
clared out of order by hia physician, and the patient had 
shown himself in some degree awake to the significance 
of this opinion. But the reikdings were begun and accom- 
plished notwithstanding, though not without warnings, on 
which he insisted on putting his own interpretation. 
Bleeplessnesa aggravated fatigue, and stimulants were al- 
ready necessary to enable him to do the work of his readings 
without discomfort. Meanwhile, some weeks before they 
were finished, he had been induced to enter into negotia- 
tions about a further engagement to begin at the end of 
the year. Time was to be left for the Chriatmas number, 
which this year could hardly find its scene anywhere else 
than at a railway junction; and the readings were not to 
extend over forty nights, which seem ultimately to have 
been increased to fifty. This second series, which in- 
cluded a campaign in Ireland, brilliantly successful despite 
snow and rain, and Fenians, was over in May, Then came 
the climax, for America now claimed her share of the 
great author for her public halls and chapels and lectur&- 
tiieatres; and the qnostion of the summer and aatnmn 
was whether or not to follow the sound of the distant 
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dollar. It was cloGcly debated between Dickens uid 1 

friend Foratcr and Wills, and he describes himself i 
"tempest-tossed" with doubts; but his mind had inclinec 
in one direction from the first, and the matter was rirt 
ally decided when it resolved to send a eonSdential a 
to make entjniries on the spot. Little imported a 
and gra*-e attack in liis foot ; the trusty Mr. Dolby's 
wa« irresistible. Eighty readings within half a year wv| 
the estimated number, with profits amounting to over £ 
teen thousand pounds. The gains actually made wet 
neariy five thousand pounds in excess of this calculation, j 
A farewell banquet, under the presidency of Lord Lyt 
ton, gave the favourite author Godspeed on bis joura 
to the larger half of his public ; on the 9th of Novemb* 
be sailed from Liverpool, and on the I9th landed at Boa 
ton. The voyage, on which, with his old buoyancy, '. 
liad contrived to make himself miister of the modest revdi 
of the saloon, seems to have done him good, or at least t 
liave made liim, as usual, impatient to bo at hia 1 
Barely arrived, be is found reporting himself " so wel^S 
that I am constantly chafing at not having begun to-nigh^l 
instead of this night week." By December, however, h 
was at bis reading-desk, first at Boston, where be i 
with the warmest of welcomes, and then at New Torb^ 
where there was a mn upon the tickets, wliich he describ) 
with his usual excited delight. The enthusiasm of his r 
cepdon by the American public must have been heighten 
ed by the thought that it was now or never for them tO-| 
see him face to face, and, by-gones being by-gones, to t 
tify to him their admiration. But there may have beet 
some foundation for his discovery that some sigi 
tation on his part were eipected in return, and " that iftl 
would have been taken as a suitable compliment if I woiild.a 
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Stagger on the platform, and instantly drop, overpowered 
by the spectacle before me," It was but a sad Christmas 
whicii he Bpent with his faithfnl Dolby at their New York 
inn, tired, and with a " genuine American catarrh npon 
him," of which he never freed himself during his stay in 
the country. Hardly had he left the doctor's hands than 
he was about again, reading in Boston and New York aad . 
their more immediate neighbourhood — that is, within 
or seven hours by railway — till February; and ther 
order to stimulate bis pablic, beginning a series of appear- 
ances at more distant places before returning to his atart- 
iog-points. His whole tour inelnded, besides a number of 
New England towns, Philadelphia, Baltimore, and Wash- 
ington, and in the north Cleveland and Buffalo. Canada 
and the West were struck out of the programme, the lat- 
ter chiefly because exciting pohtical matters were begin- 
ning to absorb public attention. 

During these joumoyinga Dickens gave himself up alto- I 
gether to the business of his readings, only occasionally I 
allowing himself to accept the hospitality proffered him 1 
on every side. Tbus only could he breast the difficulties ' 
of his enterprise ; for, as I have said, his health was m 
good during the whole of his visit, and bis exertions were 
severe, though eased by the self-devotion of hia attendants, 
of which, as of hia constant kindness, both serious and 
sportive, towards them it is touching to read. Already in 
Janunry be describes himself as not seldom " so dead beat " 
at the close of a reading "that they lay me down on a 
sofa, after I have been washed and dressed, and I lie there, 
extremely faint, for a quarter of an hour," and as suffering 
from intolerable sleeplessness at night His appetite was 
equally di»ordered, and he lived mainly on stimulantB. 
Why bad he condt-muej himaeif to such a life! 






178 DICKENS. [CD 

When at last he coald dcclnre the stress of his work 
over he described himself aa " nearly used up. Climate, 
distance, catarrh, travelling, and hard work have hegan — 
I may say so, now they are nearly all over — to tell heavily 
upon me. Sleeplesaneaa besets me ; and if I had engaged 
to go on into May, I think 1 must have broken down." 
Indeed, hnt for his wonderful enei^y and the feeling of 
exultation which is derived from a heavy task nearly ac- 
complished, he would have had to follow the advice of 
"Longfellow and all the Cambridge men," and give in 
nearly at the last. Bnt he persevered through the fare- 
well readings, both at Boston and at Now York, though 
on the night before the last reading in America he told 
Dolby that If he " had to read but twice more, instead of 
once, he couldn't do it." This last reading of all was 
pven at New York on April 20, two days after a farewell 
banquet at Delmonico's. It was when speaking on this 
occasion that, very naturally moved by the unalloyed wel- 
come which had greeted him in whatever part of the 
States he had visited, he made the declaration already 
mentioned, promising to perpetuate his grateful sense of 
his recent American experiences. This apology, which 
was no apology, at least remains one amongst many 
proofs of the fact that with Dickens kindness never fell 
on a thankless soil. 

The merry month of May was still young in the Kent- 
ish fields and lanes when the master of Gad's Hill Flace 
was home again at last. "I had not been at sea three 
days on the passage home," he wrote to his friend Mrs, 
Wataon, " when I became myself again." It w 
ever, too much when " a ' deputation ' — two in number, of 
whom only one could get into my cabin, while the 
er looked in at my window — came to ask me to read to 
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the pa&BCngers tliat evenbg in the saloon. I respectfally 
replied th»t aooaer tban do it I would asBanlt the capt^ 
and be put in irous." Alas ! be was already fast bound, 
by an engagement concluded soon after he Lad arrived in 
Boston, to a final scries of readings at home. "Farewell" 
is a difficult word to say for any one who has grown ac- 
customed to the stimulating excitement of a public stage, 
and it IB not wonderful that Dickena should hai-e wished 
to ace the faces of bis familiar friends — the English pub- 
lic — once more. But the engagement to which he had 
set his hand was for a farewell of a hundred readings, at 
the recompense of eight tboasand pounds, in addition to 
expenses and percentage. It is true that he had done this 
before ho had fully realized the effect of his American 
exertions ; but even so there was a terrible unwisdom in 
the promise. These last readings — and he alone is, ia 
common fairness, to be held responsible for the fact — cut 
short a life from which much noble fruit might still have 
been expected for our literature, and which in any casa 
might have been prolonged as a blessing beyond all that 
gold can buy to those who loved him. 

Meanwhile he had allowed himself a short respite be- 
fore resnming his labours in October. It was not more, 
his friends thought, than he needed, for much of his old 
baoyancy seemed to them to be wanting in him, except 
when hospitality or the intercourse of friendship called it 
forth. What a charm there still was in his genial humour 
his letters would suffice to show. It does one good to 
read bis description to his kind American friends Mr, and 
Mrs. Fields of his tranquillity at Gad's Hill : " Divers birda 
sing here all day, and the nightingales all night. The 
place is lovely, and in perfect order. I have put five mir- 
rors in the Swiss chfLlet where I write, and they reflect and 
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refmct in all kinds of nays the leaves that »re quWering 
ftt the windows, and the great fields of waving com, and the 
sail-dotted river. My room is up amongst the branches 
of the trees, aod the birds and the butterflies fly in and 
ont, aod the green bmnchea. shoot in at the open windows, 
and the lights and shadows of the clouds come and go 
with the rest of the company. The sceot of the flowers, 
and indeed of everything that is growing for miles and 
miles, is most delicious." 

Part of this rare leisure he generously devoted to the 
preparation for the press of a volnme of literary remains 
from the pen of an old friend. The Reliffiom Opinume 
of Chaiincey Hare Townshend should not be altogether 
overlooked by those interested in Dickens, to whom the 
loose andogmatic theology of hia friend commended itself 
as readily as the sincere religious feeling underlying jt. I 
cannot say what answer Dickens would have returned to 
an enquiry as to his creed, but the nature of his religious 
opinions is obvious enough. Born in the Church of Eng- 
land, he had so strong an aversion from what seemed to 
him dograstiam of any kind, that he for a time — in 1843 
— connected himself with a Unitarian congregation ; and 
to Unitarian views his own probably continued during 
his life most nearly to approach. Ue described himself 
as " morally wide asunder from Rome," but the religious 
conceptions of her community cannot have been a matter 
of anxious enquiry with him, while he was too liberal- 
minded to be, unless occasionally, aggressive in his Protes- 
tantism. For the rest, his mind, though imaginative, was 
without mystical tendencies, while for the transitory super- 
stitions of the day it was impossible but that he should 
entertain the contempt which they deserved. " Although," 
e writes — 
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" 1 regiird with a hoahed and solemn fear the mysterieB betveen 
vhicb, and this Etnte of eiietence, ia interposed tlie barrier of the 
great trial ani) change that fall on all the things Chat live; and, al- 
though I have not tbe audadtj to pretend that I know anything of 
them, I cannot reconcile llie mere banging of duorE, ringing of bells, 
creaking of boards, and such like insignificances, with the majestic 
beauty and pervading analogy of all tbe Divioe rules that I am per- 
mitted to understand." 



Hifi piety was u ndera on strati ve and sincere, as his books 
alone would suffice to prove ; and he seems to have soagLt 
to impress upon his children those religious truths with 
the acceptance and practice of which ha remained himself 
content. He loved the New TeBtament, and had, after 
some fashion of his own, paraphrased the Gospel narrative 
for the use of his children ; but he thought that " half 
the mis(;r; and hypocrisy of the Cliristian world arises 
from a Btubhom determination to refuse the New Testa- 
ment as a sufficient guide in itself, and to force the Old 
Testament into alliance with it — whereof comes all man- 
ner of cam el-a wall owing and of gnat-straining." Of Pu- 
ritanism in its modern forms be was an nn com promising, 
and no douht a con sclent ions, opponent ; and though, with 
perfect sincerity, he repelled tbe charge that his attacks 
upon cant were attacks upon religion, yet their animus ia 
such as to make the misinterpretation intelligible. His 
Dissenting ministers are of the Bartholomew Fair species; 
and though, in his later hooks, a good clergyman here and 
tbere makes his modest appearance, the balance can hard- 
ly be said to he satisfactorily redressed. 

Tbe performance of this pious office was not the only 
kind act he did after bis return from America. Of course, 
however, his own family waa neareat to bis heart No 
kinder or more judicious words were ever addressed by a 
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father to fais children than those which, about this time, 
he wrote to one of his sons, then begiDDiDg a successful 
career at Cambridge, and to anotiier — the youngest— who 
was eetting forth for Australia, to join an elder brother 
already established in that country. " Poor Plorn," he 
afterward wrote, " is gone to Australia. It was a hard 
parting at the last He seemed to me to become once 
more my youngest and favourite child aa the day drew 
near, and I did not think I could have been so shaken." 

In October his "farewell" readings began. He had 
never had his heart more in the work than now. Curiona- 
ly enough, not less than two proposals had reached him 
during this autumn — one from Birmingham and the other 
from Edinburgh — that he should allow himself to be pat 
forward as a candidate for Parliament ; but he declined to 
entertain either, though in at least one of the two casoa 
the prospects of success would not have been small. Hia 
views of political and parliamentary life had not changed 
since he had written to Bulwer Lytton in 1865: "Would 
there not seem to be something horribly rotten in the sys- 
tem of political life, when one stands amazed how any 
man, not forced into it by bis position, aa you are, can 
bear to live it !" Indeed, they had hardly changed since 
the days when he had come into personal contact with 
tbem as a reporter. In pnblic and in private he had never 
ceased to ridicule our English system of party, and to ex- 
press his contempt for the Legislature and all its worka. 
He had, however, continued to take a lively interest in 
public affairs, and his letters contain not a few shrewd 
remarks on both home and foreign questions. Like most 
liberal minds of his age, he felt a warm sympathy for the 
cause of Italy; and the English statesman whom he ap- 
pears to have most warmly admired was Lord Russell, in 
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nliose good intentions neither friends nor adversaries trcro 
wont to lose faith. Meanwhile his Eadioalisra gradually 
became of the most thoroughly independent type, though 
it interfered neither with his approval of the proceedings 
in Jamaica as an example of strong government, nor with 
his scorn of "the meeting of jawbones and asses" held 
against Governor Eyre at Manchester. The political quea> 
tions, however, which really moved him deeply were those 
social problems to which his sympathy for the poor had 
always directed his attention — the Poor-law, temperance, 
Sunday observance, punishment and prisons, labour and 
strikes. On all these heads sentiment guided his jndgf- 
ment, but he spared no pains to convince himself that he 
was in the right ; and be was always generous, as when, 
notwithstanding his interest in Household Words, he de- 
clared himself unable to advocate the repeal of the paper 
duty for a moment, "as against the soap duty, or any 
other pressing on the mass of the poor." 

Thus he found no difficulty in adhering to the coarse 
he had marked out for himself. The subject which now 
occupied him before all others was a scheme for a new 
reading, with which it was his wish to vary and to intensify 
the success of the series on which he was engaged. This 
was no other than a selection of scenes from Oliver Twist, 
culminating in the scene of the murder of Nancy by Sikes, 
which, before producing it in public, he resolved to " try " 
upon 3 select private audience. The trial was a brilliant 
success. "The public," exclaimed a famous actress who 
was present, " have been looking oat for a sensation these 
last fifty years or so, and, by Heaven, they have got it !" 
Accordingly, from January, 1 869, it formed one of the 
moat frequent of his readings, and the effort which it 
involved counted for much in the collapse which was to 
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follow. Never were the limits betwcGn reading and acting 
more tborouglily effaced by DickeoH, and never was the 
production of an extraordinary effect more equally shared 
by author and actor- But few who witnessed this ex- 
tTaordinary performance can have guessed the elaborate 
preparatiun bestowed upon it, which is evident from the 
following notes (by Mr. C. Kent) on the book need in it 
by the reader : 

"What IB as Etriking aa arrthing ia all thia reading, hoitever — 
that Is, in the reading cop; of it now lying before us as we writ« 
— is the maBH of hinia as to the by-p!ay in the stage dirertions for 
liimaelf, so to apeak, scattered up and dosni the margin. ' Pagin 
raised bis right hand, and shook his trembling fureflnger in the air,' 
is there on page 101 in print. Beside it, on the margin in US., ia 
the word 'Action.' Not a won) of it was eaid. It was simply done 
Again, immediatelj below that, on the same page— Sikes loquitur: 
' Oh I you haven't, havtn't you ?' pasling a pistol into a mora eonven- 
ieM pacta {' Action' again in MS. on the margin.) Not a word was 
said about the pistol. ... So af^in, afterwards, asn rousing self-direo- 
tkax, one sees natified in HS, on page 107 the grim stage direction, 
' Afiinfer crmuTuf I ' " 

The " Murder " was frequently read by Dickens not less 
than four times a week during the early months of 1B69, 
in which year, after i>ogianing in Ireland, he Lad been 
continually travelling to and fro between various parts of 
Great Britain and town. Already in February the old 
trouble in his foot had made itself felt, but, as usual, it 
had long t>een disregarded. On the 10th of April he had 
been entertained at Liverpool, in St. George's Hall, at a 
banquet presided over by Lord Doflerin, and in a genial 
speech had tossed back the ball to Lord Houghton, who 
had pleasantly bantered him for his nnconeciousness of 
the merits of the House of Lords. Ten days aftervrards 
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he waa to read at PreBton, but, feeling uneasy about bim- I 

self, bad reported his symptoms to hia doctor in London. I 

The latter hastened down to Preston, and persuaded Dick- I 

ens to accompany bim bact to town, where, after a con- 1 

saltation, it was determined that the readings must be 
stopped for the current year, and that reading combined 
with travelling must never be resamed. What his siatep- 
iu-law and daughter feel theraBelreB justified in calling 
"the beginning of the end" bad como at last. 

With hia usual presence of mind Dickens at once per- 
ceived the imperative necessity of interposing, " aa it were, 
a fly-leaf in the book of my life, in which nothing shonld 
be written from without for a brief season of a few weeks." 
But he insisted that the combination of the reading and 
the travelling was alone to be held accountable for his 
having found himself feeling, " for the first time in my 
life, giddy, jarred, shaken, faint, uncertain of voice and 
aight and tread aud touch, and dull of spirit." Mean- 
while, he for once kept quiet, first in London, and then at 
Gad's TTill . " This last summer," say those who did most 
to make it bright for him, " was a very buppy one," and 
gladdened by the visits of many friends. On the retire- 
ment, also on account of ill-health, from All Ike year 
Smimd of bis second self, Mr, W, H. Wills, he was fortn- 
nately able at once to supply the vacant place by the ap- 
poiatment to it of bis eldest son, who seems to have in- 
herited that sense of lucid order which was amongst hts 
father's most distinctive characteristics. He travelled very 
little this year, though in September he made a speech at 
Birmingham on behalf of hia favourite Midland Institntc, 
delivering himself, at its conclusion, of an antithetical Rad- 
ical commonplace, which, being misreported or misnnder- 
stood, was commented upon with much unnecessary won- 
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deiTDQDt With a view to avoiding the danger of excea- 
sive fatigue, the latter part of the year was chiefly devot«d 
to writing in advance part of hia new book, which, like 
Great Expectationx, was to grow np, and to be better for 
growing up, in his own Kentish home, and almost within 
Bound of the bella of " Cloisterham " Cathedral. But the 
new boot was never to be finished. 

The firat number of The Mystery of Edwin Drood waa 
not published till one more short series of twelve readings, 
given in London during a period extending from January 
to March, waa at an end. He had obtained Sir Thomas 
"Watson's consent to hia carrying out this wish, largely 
caused by the desire to compensate the Messrs. Chappell 
in some measure for the disappointment to which he had 
been obliged to subject them by the interruption of his 
longer engagement. Thus, tliough the Christmas of 1869 
had brought with it another warning of trouble in the 
foot, the year 1870 opened busily, and early in January 
Dickens established himself for the season at 5 Hyde Park 
Place. Early in the mouth he made another speech at 
Birmingham; but the readings were strictly confined to 
London. On the other hand, it was not to be expected 
that the " Murder " would be excluded from the list. It 
waa read in January to an audience of actors and actress- 
es ; and it is pleasant to think that he was able to testify 
to his kindly feeling towards their profession on one of 
the last occasions when he appeared on his own stage. 
"I set myself," he wrote, "to carrying out of themselves 
and their observation those who were bent on watching 
how the effects were got; and, I believe, I succeeded. 
Coming back to it again, however, I feel it was madness 
to do it BO continuously. My ordinary pulse is sov- 
«Dty-two, and it mns up under this eSort to one hundred 
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and twelve." Yet this fatal reading was repeated tbiioe 
more before the seriea closed, aod with CTen nioro star- 
tling results upon the reader. The careful ohservationa 
made by the pli3'aician, however, show that the excitemect 
of his last readings was altogether too great for any man 
to have endured much lougcr. At last, on March 16, the 
night came which closed fifteen years of personal relations 
between the English public and its favourite author, such 
as are, after all, unparalleled in the history of our literature, 
His farewell words were few and simple, and referred with 
dignity to his resolution to devote himself henceforth ex- 
clusively to his calling as an author, and to his hope that 
in but two short weeks' time his audience " might enter, 
in their own homes, on a new series of readings at which 
his assistance would be indispensable." 

Of the short time which remained to him his last book 
was the chief occupation ; and an association thus clings 
to the Mystery of Edwin. Drood which would, in any case, 
incline us to treat this fragment — for it was to be no 
more — with tenderness. One would, indeed, hardly be 
justified in asserting that this story, tite that which Thack- 
eray left behind him in the same unfinished state, bade 
fair to become a masterpiece in its author's later manner; 
there is much that is forced in its humour, while as to the 
working out of the chief characters our means of judg- 
ment are, of course, incomplete. The outline of the design, 
on the other hand, presents itself with tolerable cleamesa 
to the minds of most readejs of insight or experience, 
though the story deserves its name of a mystery, instead 
of, like Our Mutual Friend, seeming merely to withhold 
a necessary explanation. And it mnst be allowed few 
plots have ever been more effectively Uid than this, of 
which the untying will never be known. Three such per- 
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lonagee in relation to a deed of darkness as Jasper for its 
contriver, Durden for its nnconsciona accomplice, and Dep- 
uty for its self-invited witness, and all so natnrally connect- 
ing themselvcB with tbo locality of the perpetration of tlie 
crime, assuredly could not have been brought together ex- 
cept by one who had gradually attained to ninatCTahip in 
tbe adaptation of characters to the purposes of a plot. 
Still, the strongest impression left npon the reader of tbis 
fragment is the evidence it furnishes of Dickens having 
retained to the last powers which were most peculiarly 
and distinctively bis own. Having stilfully brought into 
connexion, for the purposes of his plot, two such strange- 
ly-contrasted spheres of life and death as tbe cathedral 
close at "Cloist«rham " and an opi am -smoking den in 
one of the obscurest corners of London, he is enabled, by 
his imaginative and observing powers, not only to realise 
the picturesque elements in both scenes, but also to con- 
vert them into a twofold background, accommodating it- 
self to the most vivid hues of human passion. This is to 
bring out what he was wont to call " the romantic aspect 
of familiar things." With the physiognomy of Cloistfir- 
ham — otherwise Rochester — with its cathedral, and its 
" monastery " ruin, and its " Minor Canon Comer," uid 
its "Nuns' House" — otherwise "Eastgate House," in the 
High Street — he was, of course, closely acquainted; bat 
he bad never reproduced its f eatares with so artistic a cun- 
ning, and the Mystery of Edwin Drood will always haunt 
Bishop Gundulph'a venerable building and its tranquil pre- 
cincts. As for the opium -smoking, we have his own stste- 
ment that what he described he saw — " exactly as he bad 
described it, penny ink-bottle and all — down in Shadwell " 
in the autumn of 1869. "A couple of the InepectoTS of 
Lodgiag-hoHHes knew the woman, and took me to her u 



t L. 



VI.] LAST YEARS. 

I was makiDg a round with them to see for myself the 
working of Lord Shaftesbury's BilL" Between these 
scenes John Jasper — a ligure conceived with singular 
force — moves to and fro, preparing his mysterious design. 
No story of the kind ever began more finely ; and we may 
be excused from enquiring whether signs of dimiiiished 
vigour of iavention and freshness of execatioD are to be 
found in other and less prominent portions of the great 
novelist's last work. 

Before, in this year ISVO, Dictens withdrew from Loo* 
don to Gad's Hill, with the hope of there in quiet carry- 
ing Ilia all bnt half-finished task to its close, his health had 
not been satisfactory ; he had snfiered from time to time 
in his foot, aiid his weary and aged look was observed by 
many of his friends. He was able to go occasionally into 
society ; though at the last dinner-party which be attend- 
ed — at was at Lord Houghton's, to meet the Prince of 
Wales and the King of the Belgians — he had been unable 
to mount above the dining-room floor, Alreiidy in March. 
the Queen had found a suitable opportunity for inviting 
him to wait upoa hei at Buckingham Palace, when she 
had much gratified him by her kindly manner; and a fev 
days later he made his appearance at the levee. These ao- 
knowledgments of his position as an English author were 
as they should be; no othi;rs were offered, nor is it a mab- 
ter of regret that there should have been no titles to in- 
scribe on his tomb. He was -Aso twice seen on one of 
those public oceaaions which no eloquence graced so read- 
ily and so pleasantly as his : once in April, at the dinner 
for the Newsvenders' Charity, when he spoke of the ^ 
istence among his humble chents of that "feeling of bioth- 
erhood and sympathy which is worth much to all men, or 
they would herd with wolves;" and once in May — only a 
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day or two before he went home ioto the country — when, 
it the Royal Academy dinner, he paid a touching tribute 
to the eminent painter, Daniel Maclise, who in the good 
old daya had been much like a brother to himself. An- 
other friend and companion, Mark Lemon, passed away a 
day or two afterwards ; and with the moat intimate of all, 
his future biographer, he lamented the familiar faces of 
their companions — not one of whom had passed hia six- 
tieth year— upon which they were not to loot again. On 
the 30th of May he was once more at Gad's Hill. 

Here he forthwith set to work on his boob, takinf^ J 
walks as usual, though of no very great length. On Thni»- J 
day, the 9th of June, he had intended to pay bis aeiu 
weekly visit to the office of hia journal, and aceordingly^ 1 
on the 8th, devoted the afternoon as well as the morning J 
to finishing the sixth number of the story. When haj 
came across to the house from the ch&let before dinner hfl J 
seemed to his sister-in-law, who alone of the family was at I 
home, tired and sdent, and no sooaer bad they sat down f 
to dinner than she noticed how seriously ill he looked, 
speedily became evident that a fit was upon him. " Coma 1 
and lie down," she entreated. "Yes, on the gronnd," he'-fl 
said, very distinctly — these were the last words he spoke- 
&nd he slid from her arm and fell upon the floor. HaJ 
was lud on a couch in the room, and there he i 
Dnconacious almost to the last, He died at ten minntevfl 
past six on the evening of the 0th — by which time hi^fl 
daughters and his eldest son had been able to join thai 
faithful watcher by bis side ; his sister and his sou Henr^l 
arrived when all was over. 

His own desire had been to be buried near Grad's HiU;^ 
though at one time be is said to have expressed a wish ti 
he in a disused graveyard, which is still pointed out, in a^ 
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aecladed corner in the moat of Rochester Castle. Prepa- 
rations had been made aceordingly, when the Dean and 
Chapter of Rochester urged a request that his remains 
might be placed in their Cathedral. This was assented to; 
but at the last moment the Dean of "Westminster gave ex- 
pression to a widespread wish that the great national 
writer might lie in the national Abbey. There he was 
buried on June 14, without the slightest attempt at the 
pomp which be had deprecated in bis will, and which he 
almost fiercely condemned in more than one of his writ^ 
ings. " The funeral," writes Dean Stanley, whose own 
dust now mingles with that of so many illustrious dead, 
" was strictly private. It toot place at an early hour in 
the summer morning, the grave having been dug in secret 
the night before, and the vast solitary space of the Abbey 
was occupied only by the small band of the mourners, and 
the Abbey clergy, who, without any music except the occa- 
sional peal of the organ, read the funeral service. For days 
the spot was visited by thousands. Many were the tears 
shed by the poorer visitors. He rests beside Sheridan, 
Garrick, and Henderson " — the first actor over buried in 
the Abbey. Associations of another kind cluster near ; but 
bis generous spirit would not have disdained the thought 
that ho would Boera even in deatb the players' friend. 

A plain memorial brass on the walls of Kochester 
Cathedral vindicates the share which the ancient city and 
its neighbourhood will always have in his fame. But 
most touching of all it is to think of him under the trees 
of his own garden on the hill, in the pleasant home where, 
after so many labours and so many wanderings, he died Id 
peace, and as one who had earned his rest 
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fTaiRE is no reason wbatever to believe that in the t 
years which have gone by since Dickens's death the d 
light takeo in hia vForka throughout England and Not 
America, aa well as elsewhere, baa diminished, or that h 
not Btill one of our few moat popular writers. The n 
fact that his popularity has remained sach gL 
half a century ago, he, like a beam of spring aunahine, fl 
made the world gay, is a sufficient indication of tbe inl 
ence which he must have exercised upon his age. 
world of letters his followers have been many, thoug 
nrally enough those whose original genius impelled t) 
follow their own course sooneBt ceaaed to bo his imi 
Amongst these I know no more signal instance thai 
great novelist whose surpassing merits be had very awifl 
recognised in her earliest work. For though in the Scm 
of Clerical Life George Eliot seems to be, as it were, hed*" 
taling between Dickens and Thackeray as the modds of 
her humorous writing, reminiscences of the former ai« 
unmistakable in the opening of Amoa Barton, in Mr. Qil- 
fVa Love-Story, in Janet's Repentance; and though it 
would be iiazardotia to trace his influence in the demeatic 
scenes in Adam Bede, neither a Christmas exordium in 
one of the books of The Mill on the Floss, nor the Sam 
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Weller-like freshness of Bob Wakem in the same power- 
fnl story, ia altogether the anther's own. Two of tbe 
most succGssfol Continental novelists of the present day 
have gone to school with Dickens : the one the truly na- 
tional writer whose Debit and Credit, a work lai^lj in 
the manner of his English model, has, as a picture of 
modem life, remained unexcelled in Grerman literature;' 
the other, the brilliant Southerner, who may write as 
much of the History of his Books as his public may de"- 
sire to learn, but who cannot write the pathos of Dickens 
altogether out of Jack, or his farcical fun out of Le Nabob. 
And again — for I am merely illustrating, not attempting 
to describe, the literary influence of Dickens — who could 
fail to trace in the Californian studies and sketches of 
Bret Harte elements of humour and of pathos, to which 
that genuinely original anthor would be the last to deny 
that his great English "master" w 
Yet popularity and literary influ 
however strong, often pass away s 
in no field of literature are there i 
the sea of time fails before very long to submerge. In 
prose fiction — a comparatively young literary growth — 
they are certainly not the most numerous, perhaps be- 
cause on works of this species the manners and style of an 
age most readily impress themselves, rendering them pro- 
portionately strange to the ages that come after. In the 
works of even the lesser playwrights who pleased the lib- 
eral times of Elizabeth, and in lyrics of even secondary 
merit that were admired by fantastic Caroline cavaliers, 
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we can still take pleasure, Bot who can read many of 
the "standard" novels published as lately even as the 
liays of George the Fourth ? The speculation is, there- 
fore, not altogether idle, whether Dickens saw truly when 
labouring, as most great naen do labour, in the belief that 
bis work was not only for a day. Literary eminence was 
the only eminence he desired, while it was one of the very 
healthiest elements in his character, that whatever he was, 
be was thoroughly. He would not have told any one, as 
Fielding's author told Mr. Booth at the sponging-house, 
that romance- writing " is certainly the easiest work in the 
world ;" nor, being what be was, could he ever have fouud 
it such in bis own case. " Whoever," he declared, " is de- 
voted to an art mast be content to give himself wholly up 
to it, and to find his recompense in it." And not only 
did he obey bis own labour-laws, but in the details of his 
work as a man of letters he spared no pmns and no exer- 
cise of self-control. " I am," he generously told a b^;iii- 
ncr, to whom he was counselling patient endeavoar, " an 
impatient and impulsive person myself, but it has heea 
for many years the constant effort of my life to practise 
at my desk what I preach to you." Never, therefore baa 
a man of letters had a better claim to be judged by L 
works. As ho expressly said in his will, be wished for n 
other monument than his writings ; and with their aid n 
who already belong to a new generation, and whose chil^ 
dren will care nothing for the goasip and the scandal c 
which be, like most popular celebrities, was in his lifetimM 
privileged or doomed to become the theme, may a 
form some definite conception of his future place amoiq 
illustrious Englishmen. 

It would, of course, be against all experience to snppoi 
that to future generations Dickens, as a writer, will be a 



THE FUTURE OF DICKENS'S FAME. 1 

that he was to his own. Much that constitutes the anb- 
jcct, or at least furnishes the background, of bis pictures 
of EngUsh life, like the Fleet Prison and the Marshalsea, 
has vanished, or is being improved off the face of the land. 
The form, again, of Dickens's principal works may become 
obsolete, as it was in a sense accidental. Ho was the 
most popular novelist of his day ; but should prose fiction, 
or even the full and florid species of it which has enjoyed 
ao long-lived a favour ever be out of season, the popularity 
of Dickens's books must experience an inevitable dimioa- 
tion. And even before that day arrives not all the works 
in a particular species of literature that may to a partica- 
lar age have seemed destined to live, will have been pre- 
served. Nothing is more surely tested by time than that 
originality which is the secret of a writer's continuing to 
bo famous, and continuing to be read. 

Dickens was not — and to whom in these latter ^a of 
literature could such a term be applied ! — a self-made 
writer, in the sense that he owed nothing to those who 
had gone before him. Ho was most assuredly no classical 
scholar — how could he have been ! But I should hesitate 
to call him an ill-read man, though he certainly was 
neither a great nor a catholic reader, and though he could 
not help thinking about Nicholas Nickleby while he was 
reading the Curse of Kehama. In his own branch of hter- 
ature his judgment was sound and sure-footed. It was, of 
course, a happy accident that as a boy he imbibed that 
taste for good fiction which is a thing inconceivable to 
the illiterate Sneers have been directed against the pov- 
erty of his book-ahelvea in hia earlier days of authorship; 
but I fancy there were not many popular novelists in 
1839 who would have taken down with them into the 
country for a summer sojourn, as Dickens did to Fetei- 
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slum, Dot only a couple of Scott's novels, but Ooldsmitb, 
Swift, Fielding, Smollett, and the British Elssayists ; nor 
ift there one of these national classics — unless it be Swift 
— with whom Dickeoa's books or letters fail to show hlni 
to have been familiar. Of Goldsmith's books, he told 
Forster, in a letter which the biographer of Goldsmith 
modestly suppressed, he " bad no indiHereot perception — 
to the best of hia remembrance — when little more than a 
ehild." He discusses with understanding the relative lit- 
ex»ry merits of the seriona and humorous papers in The 
Spectator ; and, with regard to another work of unique 
flignificance in the history of English fiction, Sobtnaon 
Crusoe, he acutely observed that " one of the most popu- 
lar books on earth has nothing in it to make any one laugh 
01 cry." " It U a book," ho added, wiiich he " read very 
much." It may be noted, by-thc-way, that he was an at- 
tentive and judicious student of Hogarth ; and that thus 
his criticisms of humorous pictorial ait rested upon as 
bioad a basis of comparison as did his judgment of hia 
git&t predeceaaora in English humorous fiction. 

Amongst these predeceasors it has become usual to assert 
, that Smollett exercised the greatest influence upon Dick- 
ens. It is no doubt true that in David Copperfield's library 
Smollett's books aro mentioned first, and in the greatest 
number, that a vision of Roderick Random and Strap 
haunted the very wicket-gate at Blunderstone, that the 
poor little hero's first thought on entering the King's 
Bench prison was the strange company whom Roderick 
met in the Marshalaea ; and that the references to Smollett 
and his books are frequent in Dickens's other books and 
in his letters. Leghorn seemed to him " made illustrious " 
by Smollett's grave, and in a late period of his life he crit- 
icises his chief fictions with admirable justice. " Humphry 
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Clinker" he writes, " ia certainly Smollett's beat I sm 
rather divided between Fere^rine Pickle and Roderick Ran- 
dom, both extraordinarily good in thair way, which is a 
way without tenderness ; but you will have to read them 
both, and I send the first volume of Peregrine as the richer 
of the two." An odd volume of Peregrine was one of the 
books with which the waiter at the Molly Tree Inn en- 
deavoured to beguile the lonely Christmas of the saowed- 
np traveller, but the latter " knew every word of it already," 
In the Lasg Tour, " Thomas, now just able to grope hie 
way along, in a doubled-up condition, was no bad embody 
ment of Commodore Trunnion." 1 have noted, moreover, 
coincidences of detail which bear witness to Cickens'B fa- 
miliarity with Smollett's works. To Lieutenant Bowling 
and Commodore Trunnion, as to Captain Cuttle, every man 
was a " brother," and to the Commodore, as to Mr. Small- 
weed, the most abusive substantive addressed to a woman 
admitted of intensification by the epithet " brimstone." I 
think Dickens had not foi^otten the opening of the Ad- 
ventureg of an Atom when he wrote a passage in the open- 
ing of hiB own Christmas Carol; and that the charactora 
of Tom Pinch and Tommy Traddles — the former more ea- 
pecially — were not conceived without some thought of hon- 
est SU'ap. Furthermore, it was Smollett's example that 
probably su^ested to Dickens the attractive jingle in the 
title of his Nicholas Nicklehy. But these are for the most 
part mere details. The manner of Dickens as a whole 
resembles Fielding's more strikingly than Smollett's, as it 
was only natural that it should. The irony of Smollett is 
drier than was reconcilable with Dickens's nature; it U 
only in the occasional extravagances of his humour that 
the former anticipates anything in the latter, and it ia only 
the coarsest scenes of Dickens's earlier books — such as that 
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between Noalx, Charlotte, and Mrs. Sowerbery in Oliver 
Twist — which recall the whole maaner of his predeceasor. 
They resemble one another in their descriptive accnracj, 
and in the accumulation of detail by which they produce 
instead of obscuring vividness of impression ; bat it was 
impossible that Dickens should prefer the general method 
of the novel of adventure pure and simple, such as Smollett 
produced after the example of Oil Bias, to the less crude 
form adopted by Fielding, who adhered to earlier and no- 
bler models. With Fielding's, moreover, Dickens's whole ' 
Eatnre was congenial ; they both had that tenderness which 
Smollett lacked ; and the circumstance that, of all English 
writers of the past, Fielding's name alone was given by 
Dickens to one of his sons, shows how, like so many of 
Fielding's readers, he had learnt to love him with an al- 
most personal affection, The very spirit of the author of J 
Tom Jones — that gaiety which, to borrow the saying of a i 
recent historian concerning Cervantes, renders even brutal- I 
ity agreeable, and that charm of sytupathetic feeling which ^ 
makes us love those of his characters which he loves him- 
■elf — seem astir in some of the most delightful passages 
of Dickens's most delightful books. So in Piekwiek, to 
begin with, in which, by the way. Fielding is cited with a 
twinkle of the eye all his own, and in Martin Chuzsleieit, 
where a chapter opens with a passage which is pure 
fielding : 

" It was morning, and the beautiful Aurora, of nhom to much hatli 
been written, Eaid, and sung, did, with her roaj fingers, nip and tweak 
I Hise PeckanUf 'b noee. It was the frolicsome cuslom of the goddess, 

In her intercourse witb tbe fair Cherry, to do so ; or, in more prosaic 

Lphnse, tho tip of that feature in tbe sweet girl's countenance nos 
■Iwnys very red at breakfast-time." ■ 

Amongst the writers of Dickens's own age there were I 



919 



L 



vn.] THE FDTDRE OF DICKENS'S FAME. 199 

only two, or perliaps three, who in very difierent degrees 
and ways exercised a noticeable iofluence upon his writ- 
ings. He once declared to Washington Irving that he 
kept everything written by that delightful author upon 
" his shelves, and in his thoughts, and in his heart of 
hearts." And, doubtless, in Dictens^s early days as an au- 
thor the influence of the American clasEic may have aided 
to stimulate the imaginative element in bis English ad- 
mirer's genius, and to preserve him from a grossness of 
humour into which, after the Sketches by Boz, he very 
rarely allowed himself to lapse. The two other writers 
were Carlyle, and, aa I have frequently noted in previous 
chapters, the friend and fellow-labourer of Dickens's later 
manhood, Mr, Wjlkie CoUins. It is no unique experience 
that the disciple should influence the master; and in this 
instance, perhaps with the co-operation of the examples of 
the modern French theatre, which the two friends had 
studied in common, Mr. Wilkie Coliius's manner bad, I 
think, no small share in bringing about a transformation in 
that of Dickens. His stories thus gradually lost all traces 
of the older masters both in general method and in detail; 
whilst he came to condense and concentrate his effects ia 
Buccossions of skilfully -arranged scenes. Dickens's debt to 
Carlyle was, of coarse, of another nature ; and in his works 
the proofs are not few of his readiness to accept the teach- 
ings of one whom he declared he would " go at all limes 
farther to see than any man alive." There was aometting 
Bingular in the admiration these two men felt for one an- 
other; for Carlyle, after an acquaintance of almost thirty 
years, spoke of Dickens as "a most cordial, sincere, clear- 
sighted, quietly decisive, just, and loving man ;" and there 
is not one of these epithets bat seems well considered and 
well chosen. But neither Carlyle nor Dickens possessed a 
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moral quality omitted in this list, the qnality of patience, 
vhich abhors either " quietly " or londjy " deciding " s 
qneatioD before couaidering it under all its aspects, and 
in a spirit of fairness to all sides. The Latter-Day Pam- 
pkkts, to confine myself to thenj," like ao much of the 
political philosophy, if it is to bo dignified by that name, 
which in part Dickens derived from them, were at the 
lime effective strokes of satirical invective ; now, thdr 
edge seems blunt and their energy inflation. Take the 
pamphlet on Model Prisons, with its summary of a theory 
which Dickens sought in every way to enforce upon his 
readers; or again, that entitled Downing Street, which set- 
tles the question of party government as a question of the 
choice between Buffy and Boodle, or, according to Carlyle, 
the Hononrable Felis Parvulns and the Right Honourable 
Fehcissimus Zero. The corrosive power of such sarcasmB 
may be nnquestionable ; bnt the angry rhetoric pointed by 
them becomes part of the nature of those who habitually 
employ its utterance in lieu of argument ; and not a little 
of the declamatory element in Dickens, which no doubt at 
first exercised its effect upon a large number of readers, 
must be ascribed to his reading of a great writer who was 
often very much more stimnlative than nutritious. 

Something, then, he owed to other writers, but it was lit- 
tle indeed in comparison with what he owed to his natnral 
gifts. First amongst these, I think, must be placed what may, 
in a word, be called his sensibility — that quality of which 
hnmour, in the more limited sense of the word, and pathos 

' The pasfisge in Oliver TviiBt (ch&ptor uxvii.) which illustcateB 
the maiim that " dignity, and even holiness too, sometimes arc more 
queationn of coat and w&istcoat than eome people imagine," may, or 
maj not, be a reminiscence of Sartor Jieaartua, then (163S) first pub- 
lished in B volnme. 
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are the twin products. And in Dickens both these were 
paramoant powers, almost eqaally various in thoir forma 
and effective in their operation. According to M. Taine, 
Dickena, whilst he cscels in ironj of a particular sort, 
being an Englishman, is incapable of being gay. Such 
profundities are unfathomable to the readers of Pick- 
teiek; thongh the French critic may have generalised 
from Dickens's later writings only. His pathos is not 
less tme than various, for the gradations are marked be- 
tween the stem, tragic pathos, of Bard Times, the melt- 
iog pathos of the Old Curiosity Shop,J)ombey and Son, 
and David Copperfield, and the pathos of helplessness 
which appeals to us in Smlko and Jo. But this sensi- 
bility would not have given ns Dickens's gallery of liv- 
ing pictures had it not been for the powers of imagina- 
tion and observation which enabled him epontaneoualy to 
exercise it in countless directions. To the way in which 
his imagination enabled him to identify himself with the 
figments of his own brain he frequently testified; Dante 
waa not more certain in his celestial and infernal topogra- 
phy than waa Dickens as to " every stair in the little mid- 
shipmaii'a house," and as to "every young gentleman's 
bedstead in Dr. Biimber's establishment." One particular 
class of phenomena may be instanced instead of many, in 
the observation and poetic reproduction of which his sin- 
gular natural endowment continually manifested itself — I 
mean those of the weather. It is not, indeed, often that 
he rises to a fine image like that in the description of the 
night in which Ralph Nickleby, ruined and crushed, slinks 
home to his death : 

"The night was dark, and a cold wJEd blew, driving the cloud* 
furiously aod fast before it. Tlu-n> was one black, gloomy masi 
thai seemed to follow hun : not liurrytng in the wild chose with the 
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othera, bat lingering sallenlj' b«hiniJ, and gliding darblj and etealth- 
ilj on. He often looked back, at this, and more that) once stopped 
to let it puss over ; but, somehow, when be went forward agsin it 
was Still behind him, coming mournful]; and slowlj up, like a shad- 
owy funeral train." 

But be again and again enables qb to feel aa if the Ghrist- 
mas morning on which Mr. Pickwick ran gaily down the 
slide, or as if the " very quiet " moonlit night in the midst 
of which a sadden sonod, like the firing of a gnn or a pia- 
tol, startled the repose of Lincoln's Inn Fields, were not 
only what we have often precisely esperienced in country 
villages or in London squares, but aa if tbej were the very 
morning and the very night which we must esperlence, if 
we were feeling the glow of wintry merriment, or the aw- 
ful chill of the presentiment of evil in a dead hour. In 
its lower form this combination of the powers of imagina- 
tion and observation has the rapidity of wit, and, indeed, 
Bometimes in wit. The gift of suddenly finding out what 
a man, a thing, a combination of man and thing, is like — 
this, too, comes by nature ; and there is something electri- 
fying in its sudden exercise, even on the most trivial occa- 
sions, as when Flora, delighted with Little Dorrit'a sudden 
rise to fortune, requests to know all 

"about the good, dear, quiet little thiog, and all the cbanges of her 
fortuaes, carriage people now, no doubt, and horses without number 
most romantic, a coat of arms, of courae, and wild beasts on thdr 
hind legs, showing it aa if it wna a cop; thej had done with mouths 
from ear to oar, good gracious 1" 

But Nature, when she gifted Dickens with sensibility, 
observation, and imagination, had bestowed upon him yet 
another boon in the quality which seems more prominent 
than any other in his whole hoing. The vigour of Dick- 
A mental and moral vigour supported by a splendid 
physical organism — was the parent of some of his foibles ; 
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amongst the rest, of his tendency to exaggeration. No 
fault haa been more frequently found with his workman- 
ship than this; nor can he be said to have defended him- 
self very Bucceaafully on this head when he declared that 
he did " not recollect ever to have heard or seen the chai^ 
of exaggeration made against a feeble performance, though, 
in its feehlenoss, it may have been most untrue." Bat 
without this vigour he could not have been creative as he 
was ; and in him there were accordingly united with rare 
completeness a swift responsiveness to the impulses of ha- 
mour and pathos, an inexhaaatible fertility in discovering 
and inventing materials for their ererciae, and the constant 
creative desire to give to these newly-created materials a 
vivid plastic form. 

And the mention of this last-named gift in Dlckeoa 
soggosts the query whether, finally, there is anything in 
his manner as a writer which may prevent the continuance 
of his eitraordinary popularity. No writer can be great 
without a manner of his own ; and that Diekens had such 
a manner his most supercilious cenaurer will readily allow. 
His terse narrative power, often intensely humorous in its 
unblushing and unwinking gravity, and often deeply pa- 
thetic in its simplicity, is as characteristic of his manner aa 
is the supreme felicity of phrase, in which he has no equal. 
As to the latter, I should hardly know where to begin and 
where to leave off were I to attempt to illustrate it. But, 
to take two instances of different kinds of wit, I may cite 
a passage in Ouster's narrative of her interview with Lady 
Dedloek: "And so I took the letter from her, and she said 
she had nothing to give me ; and I said I loas poor my- 
Melf, and consequently wanted nothing;" and, of a different 
kind, the accoant in one of his letters of a conversation 
with Macr^ady, in which the great tragedian, after a aol- 
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emn bat impasuoncd coromendatioii of bis friend'e read- 
rag, "put his band upon my breast and pulled out hie 
pooket-hsndkerchief, and I fell as if I mere doinff some- 
body to hig ffVnw," These, I think, were amongst the 
most characteristic merits of bis style. It also, and more 
especially in his Eater years, had ite characterietic faults. 
The danirer of degenerating into mannerism is incident to 
every original manner. There is mannerism in moat of 
the great English prose-writers of Dickens's age — in Car- 
lyle, in Macaulay, in Thackeray — bnt in none of them is 
there more manneriBm than in Dickens himself. In his 
earlier writings, in Nicholas Nickleby, for instance (I do 
not, of course, refer to the Portsmouth boards), and even 
in Martin Ckuzzlewil, there is much staginess; but in bis 
later works his own mannerism had swallowed up that of 
the stage, and, more especially in serious passages, his style 
had become what M. Taine happily characterises as ie style 
toitrmente. His choice of words remained throughout ex- 
cellent, and his construction of sentences clear. He told 
Mr. Wilkie Collins that " underlining was not his nature ;" 
and in troth be bad no need to emphasise bis expressions, 
or to bid the reader "go back upon their meaning." He 
recognised his responsibility, as a popular writer, in keep- 
ing the vocabulary of the langn^e pure; and in Little 
Dorrit he even solemnly declines to use the French word 
(riMMseau. In bis orthography, on the other hand, he was 
not free from Americanisms ; and his interpunctuation was 
consistently odd. But these are trifles; his more impor- 
tant mannerisms were, like many really dangerous faults of 
ityle, only the excess of characteristic cxcdlences. Thus 
lo elaborated with anprccedent«d eSect that 
humoroos species of paraphrase which, as one of the most 
imit«blQ devices of his style, has also been the most per- 
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sbtently imitated. We are all tickled when Grip, the 
raven, " iesaes orders for the instant preparation of innu- 
merable kettles for purpoaee of tea ;" or when Mr. Peck- 
sniff's eye is " piously upraised, with something of that 
expression which the poetry of ages has attributed to a 
domestic bird, when breathins its last amid the ravages of 
an electric storm ;" but in the end the device becomes a 
mere trick of circumlocution. Another mannerism which 
grew upon Dickens, and was faithfully imitated by several 
of his disciples, was primarily due to his habit of trnmlog 
a fact, fancy, or situation round on every side. This con- 
sisted in the reiteration of a construction, or of part of a 
construction, in the strained rhetorical fashion to which 
he at last accustomed us in spite of ourselves, but to | 
which we were loath to submit in his imitators. These 
and cerlida other peculiaritiea, which it would be difficult 
to indicate without incurring the charge of hypercriticism, 
hardened as the style of Dickens hardened ; and, for in- 
stance, in the Tale of Two Cities his mannerisms may be 
seen side by aide in glittering array. By way of compen- 
sation, the occasional solecisma and vulgarisms of his ear- 
lier style (he only very gradually ridded himself of the 
cockney habit of punning) no longer marred his pages; 
and he ceased to break or lapse occasionally, in highly- 
impassioned passages, into blank verse. 

From first to last Dickens's mannerism, like everything 
which he made part of himself, was not merely aasamed 
on occasion, but was, so to speak, absorbed into his nature. 
It siiows itself in almost everything that he wrote in 
later years, from the most carefully-elaborated chapters 
his books down to the most deeply-folt passages of his 
most familiar correspondence, in the midst of the most 
genuine pathos and most exuberant humour of his books, 
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and in the midst of tlie aound sense and unaffected piety 
of his private letters. Future generations may, for tliia 
very reason, bo perplexed and irritated by what we merely 
stumbled at, and may wish that what is an element hard- 
ly separable from many of Dickens's compositions were 
away from them, as one wishes away from his signature 
that horrible flourish which in his letters he sometimes 
represents himself as too tired to append. 

Bnt no distaste for his mannerisms is likely to obscure 
the sense of his achievements in the branch of literature 
to which he devoted the full powers of his genius and the 
best energies of his nature. He introduced, indeed, no 
new species of prose fiction into our literature. In the 
historical novel he made two far from unsuccessful essays, 
in the earlier of which in particular — Bamaby Rudge — he 
showed a laudable desire to enter into the spirit of a past 
age ; but he was without the reading or the patience of 
either the author of Waverhy or the author of The Vir~ 
ginians, and without the fine historic enthusiasm which 
snimatea the broader workmanship of Westward Ho. For 
the purely imaginative romance, on the other hand, of 
which in some of his works Lord Lytton was the most 
prominent representative in contemporary English litera- 
ture, Dickens's genius was- not without certain affinities ; 
but, to feel his full strength, he needed to touch the earth 
with bis feet. Thus it is no mere phrase to say of him 
that he found the ideal in the real, and drew his inspira- 
tions from the world around him. Perhaps the strongest 
temptation which ever seemed likely to divert him from 
the sounder forms in which his masterpieces were cast 
lay in the direction of the wyvel with a purpose, the fiction 
intended primarily and above all things to promote the 
oorrection of some social abuse, or the achievement of 
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Bome social reform. But in spite of bimself, to wbom the 
often voiceless cause of the sufFeriug and the oppressed 
was at all times dearer thau anj mere literary success, he 
was preserved from bindiag his muse, as his friend Craik- 
shank bonnd his art, handmaid in a service with which 
freedom was irreconcilable. His artistic instinct helped 
him in this, and perhaps nUo the consciousness that where, 
as in The Chimes or in Hard Times, he bad gone furthest 
in this direction, there had been something jarring in the 
result. Thus, under the influences described above, he 
carried on the English novel nmnly in the directions 
which it bad taken under its early masters, and more 
especially in those in which the essential attribntea of his 
own genius prompted him to excel. 

Amongst the elements on which the effect alike of the 
novelist's and of the dramatist's work must, apart from 
style and diction, essentially depend, that of construction 
is obviously one of the moat significant. In this Dickens 
was, in the earlier period of his authorship, very far from 
strong. This was due in part to the accident that he be- 
gan his literary career as a writer of Stelckes, and that hla 
first continuous book, Pickwick, was originally designed as 
little more than a string of such. It was due in a still 
greater measure to the influence of those masters of Eng- 
lish fiction with wbom be had been familiar from boy- 
hood, above all to Smollett. And though, by dint of his 
usual energy, he came to bo able to invent a plot so gen- 
erally efieotive as that of A Tale of Two Cities, or, I was 
about to say, of The Mystery of Edwin Drood, yet on this 
head he had bad to contend against a special difficulty ; I 
mean, of course, the publication of most of his books in 
monthly or even weekly numbers. In the case of a writar 
both pathetic and humorous the serial method of publica- 
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tion leads the pnblic to expect it£ due allowance of both 
pathos and hnmoar every mooth or week, even if each 
number, to borrow a homely aimile applied in Oliver Twitt 
to books in general, need not contain " the tragic and the 
comic scenes in as regniar alternation as the lajers of 
red and white in a aide of streaky bacon." And t^ain, as 
in a melodrama of the old achool, each serial division ha^ 
If possible, to close emphatically, cfiectiTely, with a proio- 
ise of yet stranger, more touching, more laughable things 
to come. On the other band, with this form of public^, 
tion repetition is frcquenliy necessary by way of " remiod- 
er" to indolent readers, whose memory needs refreshing 
after the long pauses between the acts. Fortunately, 
Dickens abhorred living, as it were, from hand to mouth, 
and thns diminished the dangers to which, 1 cannot help 
thinMng, Thackeray at times almobt succumbed. Yet, 
notwithstanding, in the arrangement of his incidents and 
the contrivance of his plots it is often impossible to av<Hd 
noting the imperfection of the machinery, or at least tho 
traces of effort I have already said under what influences, 
in my opinion, Dickens acquired a constructive skill which 
would have been conspicoons tn most other novelists. 

If in the combination of parts the workmanship of 
Dickena was not invariably of the best, on the other hand 
in the invention of those parts themselves he excelled, 
bis imaginative power and dramatic instinct combining to 
produce an endless succession of eSectivo scenes and sita- 
aUons, ranging through almost every variety of the pa- 
thetic and tbe hnuiorons. In no direction was nature a 
more powerful aid to art with him than in this. From 
his rery boyhood he appears to have possessed in a devel- 
oped form what many others may possess in its germ, ths 
facoky of converting into a scene — patting, aa it were. 
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into a frame — personages that came under his notica, and 
the background on which he saw tbem. Who can forget 
' the acene in David CopperJUid in which the fricadlcas 

little boy attracts the wonderment of the good people of 
the public-house where — it being a special occasion — ha 
has demanded a glass of their " very best ale, with a head 
to it J" In the autobiographical fragment already cited, 
whera the story appeais in almost the same words, Dickens 
exclaims: 

" Here we eland, all three, before mc now, in m; study in Decon- 
Bhire Turraoe. Tlie laudiord, in bii Bliirt^sleeTes, leaning agaioU the 
bti window-frame ; bis wife, looking ovor the little half-door ; uid I, 
in Eome confusioo, louklug up at tbem from outside the partition." 

He saw the scene while he was an aetor in iL Already 
', the Sketckti by Boz showed the exuberance of this power, 

and in hia last years more than one paper in the deligfat- 
I fol Uncommercial Traveller aeries proved it to be as inex- 

haustible as ever, while the art with which it was exercised 
I bad become more refined. Who has better described (for 

who was more sensitive to it !) the mysterious influence of 
crowds, and who the pitifnl pathos of solitude? Who 
has ever surpassed Dickens in hia representations, varied 
a thousandfold, bnt still appealing to the same emotions, 
I common to us all, of the crises or tni'ning-points of human 

life? Who has dwelt with a more potent eSect on that 
I catastrophe which the drama of every human life must 

I reach ; whose scenes of death in ite pathetic, pitiful, rev- 

erend, terrible, ghastly forms speak more to the imaginar 
tion and more to the heart? There is, however, one Gpo- 
cies of scenes in which the geniua of Dickens seems to ma 
to exercise a still stronger apell~~those which precedt a 
caUatrophe, which are charged like thunder-clouda with 
10 ^ 
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the coming storm. And here the constroctive art is at 
work ; for it is the arraDgemcnt of the incidents, past and 
to come, combined by anticipation in the mind of the 
reader, which gives their extraordinary force to such scenes 
as the nocturnal watching of Nancy by Noah, or Corker's 
early walk to the railway station, where he is to meet hia 
doom. Extremely powerful, too, in a rather different way, 
is the Bceae in Little Dorrit, described in a word or two, 
of the parting of Bar and Physician at dawn, after they 
have " found out Mr. Merdle's complaint ;" 

"Before parting, al FhjBician's door, thej both looked op at (ba 
Bonny rnonuDg skj, Into wbicb tbe smoke of t, few early fires, and 
tile breath ODd voicea of a few early stiirers, were peaoefuU; riaing; 
and then looked round upon tbe Immense city and said ; ' If all thoeo 
huodredf and thousanda of beggared people who were yet aaleep 
could only know, aa tbcy two spoke, Ilie ruin that impended over 
them, what a fearful C17 againet om miaerable soul would go ap M 

Nor is it awe only, bnt pity also, which he is able thna 
to move beforehand, as in Dombey and Son, in the incom- 
parable scenes leading up to little Paul's deatL 

More diverse opinions Lave been expressed as to Dick- 
ens's mastery of that highest part of the novelist's art, 
which we call characterisation. Undoubtedly, tbe charac- 
ters which he draws are ioclndcd in a limited range. Yet 
I question whether their range can be justly termed nar- 
row as compared with that commanded by any other great 
English novelist except Scott, or with those of many nov- 
elists of other litcratarcs except Balzac, But within his 
own range Dickens is unapproached. His novels do not 
altogether avoid the common danger of uninteresting he- 
roes and insipid heroines; but only a very few of his 
IteroM are conventionally declamatory like Nicholas Nick- 
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leby, and few of his heroines simper sentimentally like 
Rose Majlie. Nor can I for a moment assent to the con- 
demnation which has been pronoanccd npon all the female 
chamctera in Dickens's books, as more or lees feeble or 
artificial. At the aame time it ia true that from women 
of a mightier mould Dickens's imagination turns aside; 
he conld not have drawn a Dorothea Casaubon any more 
than he could have drawn Romola herself. Similarly, he- 
roes of the chivalrous or magnanimous type, representa- 
tives of generous effort in a great canse, will not easily be 
met with in his writings ; he never even essayed the pict- 
ure of aa artist devoted to Art for her own sake. 

It suited the genius, and in later years perhaps the 
temper, of Dickens as an author to leave out of sight 
those "public virtues" to which no man was in truth less 
blind than himself, and to remain content with the illus- 
tration of typos of the private or domestic kind. We 
may cheerfully take to us the censure that onr great hu- 
mourist was in nothing more English than in this — that 
his sympathy with the aSections of the hearth and the 
home knew almost no bounds. A symbolisation of this 
may be found in the honour which, from the Sketches and 
Pickwick onwards, through a long series of Christmas 
hooka and Christmas numbers, Dickens, doubtless very 
consciously, paid to the one great festival of English 
family life. Yet so far am I from agreeing with those 
critics who think that he is hereby lowered to the level of 
the poets of the teapot and the plum-pudding, that I am 
at a loss how to express my admiration for this side of 
his genius — tender with the tenderness of Cowper, playful 
with the playfulness of Goldsmith, natural with the natu- 
ralness of the author of Amelia. Who was ever more at 
home with children than be, and, for that matter, with 
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bftbies to begin with ? Mr, Home relates how he once 
heard a lady exclaim : " Oh, do read to us about the 
baby; Dickena is capital at a baby!" Even when most 
playful, most farcical concerniiig childrea, his fun ie rarely 
without something of true teaderaesB, for he knew the 
nicaning of that diearieijt solitude which he has so often 
pictured, but nowhere, of course, with a truthfulness going 
BO straight to the heart as iu David Copperfield — the soli- 
tude of a ciiild left to itself. Another wonderfully trae 
child-character ia that of Pip, in Great £!xpeclatiom, who 
is also, US his years progress, an admirable study of hoy- 
nature. For Dickens thoroughly understood what that 
mysterious variety of humankind really is, and was al- 
ways, if one may so say, on the lookout for him. He 
knew him in the brightness and freshness which makes 
true inffeniis of such doUghtful characters (rare enough in 
fiction) as Walter Gay and Mrs. Lirripcr's grandson. He 
knew him ia bis festive mood — witness the amusing letter 
in which he describes a water-expeditioa at Eton with his 
son and two of his irrepressible school-fellows. He knew 
him in his precocity — the boy of about three feet high, at 
the "George and Vulture," " in a hairy cap aad fustian over- 
alls, whose garb bespoke a laudable ambition to attain in 
timo the elevation of an hostler ;" and the thing on the 
roof of the Harrisburg coach, which, when the rain was 
over, slowly upreared itself, and patronisingly piped out 
the enquiry : " Well, now, stranger, I guess yon find this 
a'most like an English arternoon, hey 1" He knew the 
Gavroche who danced attendance on Mr. Quilp at hia 
wharf, and those strangest, but by no means least trae, 
types of all, the pupil-teacbers in Mr. Fagin's academy, 

Bnt these, with the exception of the last-named, which 
show much shrewd and kindly insight into the paradoxes 
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of human nRturo, arc, of conrao, the mere croqitu of the 
great humonrist's pencil. Hia men and women, and the 
passions, the desires, the lovea, and hatreds that agitate 
them, he has usnally chosen to depict on that background 
of domestic life which is in a greater or less degree com- 
mon to us dl. And it is thus also that he has secured to 
himself the vasit public which Tibratea very differently from 
a mere class or section of society to the touch of a popu- 
lar speaker or writer. " The more," bo writes, " we see of 
life and its brevity, and the world and its varieties, the 
more we know that no exercise of our abilities in any art, 
but the addressing of it to the great ocean of humanity in 
which we are drops, and not to by-ponds (very stagnant) 
here and there, ever can or ever will lay the foundations 
of an endurable retrospect." The types of character which 
in his fictions he chiefly delights in reproducing are accord- 
ingly those which most of us have opportunities enoagh 
of comparing with the realities around ns ; and this test, 
a sound one within reasonable limits, was the test he de- 
manded. To no other author were his own characters ever 
more real ; and Forster observes that " what be had most to 
notice in Dickeoa at the very outset of his career was hia 
indifference to any praise Of Lis performances on the merely 
literary side, compared with the higher recognition of them 
i& bits of actual life, with the meaning and purpose, on 
;heir part, and the responsibility on his, of realities, rather 
,han creations of fancy." It is, then, the favourite growths 
of our own age and country for which we shall most readily 
look in his worts, and not look in vain : avarice and prod- 
igality ; pride in all its phases; hypocrisy in Jts endlesa 
varieties, iinctuons and plausibli;, fawning and self-satisfied, 
formal and moral ; and, on the other aide, faithfulneas, 
simplicity, long-suffering patience, and indomitable haroio 
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good-httinottr. Do we not daily make room on the pave- 
ment for Mr. Dombey, erect, solemn, and icy, along-side of 
whom in the road Mr. Carker deferentially walks his sleek 
horse? Do we not know more than one Anthony Chnz- 
dewit laying up money for himself and bis son, and a 
CDrse for both along with it ; and many a Richard Cars- 
ton, elnking, sinking, as the bope grows feebler that Justice 
or Fortune will at last help one who has not learnt how to 
help himself! And will not prodigals of a more buoyant 
kind, like the immortal Mr. Micawber (though, maybe, with 
an eloquence less ornat« than his), when their boat is on 
the shore and their bark is on the sea, become "perfectly 
businesa-like and perfectly practical," and propose, in ac- 
knowledgment of a parting gift we had neither hoped nor 
desired to see again, " bills " or, if we should prefer it, 
" a bond, or any other description of security ?" AU thia 
will happen to U8,aa surely as we shall be buttonholed 
by Pecksniffs in a state of philanthropic exultation ; and 
watched ronnd comers by 'umble but observant Uriah 
Heeps; and aEEronted in what is beat in ns by the worst 
hypocrite of all, the hypocrite of religion, who flaunts in 
our eyes his greasy substitute for what he calls the "light 
of terowth." To be sure, unless it be Mr. Cbadband and 
those of his tribe, we shall find the hypocrite and the man- 
oat-at-elbows in real life leas endurable than their repre- 
sentatives in fiction; for Dickens well understood "that 
if you do not administer a disagreeable character carefully, 
the public have a decided tendency to think that the story 
is dis^reeable, and not merely the fictitious form." His 
economy is less strict with characters of the opposite class, 
true copies of Nature's own handiwork — the Tom Finches 
and Trotty Vecka and Clara Peggottys, who reconcile as 
with our kind, and Mr. Pickwick himself, " a bnman being 
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replete with beneTolence," to borrow a phrase from a noble 
passage id Dickens's moat congenial predecessor. These 
characters in Dicfeena have a warmth which only the cre- 
ations of Fielding aod Smollett had possessed before, and j 
which, lilce these old masters, he occasionally i 
exccas. At the other extreme stand those character* ^ 
io which the art of IHckens, always in nnion with the 
promptings of his moral natnro, illostratCB the mitigating 
or redeeming qualities ohservable even in the outcasts of 
onr civilisation. To me his figures of this kind, ' 
they are not too intensely elaborated, are not the least 
tonching ; and there is something as pathetic in the nn- 
oonth convict Magwitch as in the consumptive 

t. sweeper Jo. 

I As a matter of course it ia possible to take exceptions I 
of one kind or another to some of the characters created 
by Dickens in so extraordinary a profiiaion. I hardly 
know of any other novelist leas obnoxious to the charge of 
repeating himself ; though, of course, many characters in 
his earlier or shorter works contained in themselves the 
germs of later and fuller developments. But Bob Saw- 
yer and Dick Swiveller, Noah Claypole and Uriah Heep 
are at least sufficiently independent variations on the same 
themes. On the other hand, Filer and Cute in The Chimes 
were the first sketches of Gradgrind and Bounderby in 
Hard Times ; and Clemency in The Bailie of Life prefig- 
ures Peggotty in David Copjierfield, No one could aeri- 
oasly quarrel with auch repetitions as these, and there are 
remarkably few of them ; for the fertile genius of Dickens 
took delight in the variety of its creativeness, and, as if 
to exemplify this, there was no relation upon the contrasts 
ed humours of which he better loved to dwell than that of 
partnership. It haa been seen how rarely his inventive 
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power condescended to supplement Hsetf by wbat in 1 
novel corresponds to the mimicry of the stage, wid what 
in truth is as degrading to the one as it h to the otber — 
the reproduction of originals/mm real life. On the other 
hand, he carries bis habit too far of making a pBrticalar 
phrase do duty as an index of a character. This trick also 
is a trick of the st^e, where it oft«n enongh makeB the 
jadicionH grieve. Many may be inclined to censure it in 
Dickens as one of several forma of the exa^eration which 
is BO frequently coifdoRined in him. There was no char^ 
to which he was more sensitive ; and in the preface to 
Martin C'kazziewit he accordingly (not for the first time) 
turned round upon the objectors, declaring roundly that 
" what is exaggeration to one class of minds and percep- 
tions is plain truth to another ;" and hinting a donbt 
" whether it is always the writer who colours highly, or 
whether it is now and then the reader whose eye for 
colour is a little dull." I certainly do not think that the 
term "exaggerated" is correctly applied to such conyen- 
tional characters of sensational romance as Rosa Dartie, 
who has, as it were, lost her way into David Copperfield, 
while Hort«nse and Madame Defarge seem to be in their 
proper places in Bleak House and A Tale of Two Cilie*. 
In his earlier writings, and in the fresher and less over- 
charged serious parts of his later books, he rarely if ever 
paints black in black ; even the Jew Fsgin has a moment 
of relenting against the sleeping Oliver ; he is not that nn- 
real thing, a " demon," whereas Sikes is that real thing, a 
brute. On the other hand, certainly he at times mahee his 
characters more laughable than nature ; few great humont^ 
ists have so pereistently sought to eSace the line which 
separates the barely possible from the morally probable. 
This was, no doubt, largely due to his inclination towards 
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he fj^leaque, which a severe'r literary trainiog might have 
t&ugbt him to restrain. Thus he liked to introduce iosane 
or imbecile pcraon^CB into 6ction, where, as in real life, 
they are often dangerous to handle. It is to his sense of 
the grotesque, rather than to any deep-seated satirical in^ 
tention, and certainly not to any want of reverence orpie^f'' 
in his very simple and very earnest nature, that I woold 
litewise ascribe the exaggeration and unfairness of which 
s guilty against Ltttlc Bethol and all its works. But 
■ in this, as in other instances, no form of humour requires 
■e delicate handling thun the grotesque, aod none is 
« liable to cause fatigue. Latterly, Dickens was always 
Padding to his gallery of eccentric portraits, and if inner 
|flBrrcnta may be traced by outward signs, it may be worth 
r while to apply the test of his names, which become more 
and more odd as their owners deviate more and more from 
the path of nature. Who more simply and yet more hapi- 
pily named than the leading members of the Pickwick 
Club — ^f rom the poet, Mr, Snodgrasa, to the sportsman, Mr. 
"Winkle — ^Nathaniel, not Daniel ; bat with Veneering and 
Lammlc, aud Boffin and Venus, and Crisparkle and Orew- 
gious — be they actual names or not — we feel instinctiyely 
that we arc in the region of the transnormal. 

Lastly, in their descriptive power and the faithfulpesa 
with which they portray the life and ways of particular 
periods or conutrles, of special classes, professions, or other 
divisions of mankind, the books of Dickens are, again of 
course within thoir range, unequalled. He sought his ma- 
terials chiefly at home, though his letters from Italy and 
Switzerland and America, and his French pictures ii 
and story, show how much wider a field his descriptive 
^^ powers might have covered. The Skelehei' by Bos and 
^^k tile Pickwick Papers showed a mastery, unsurpassed before 
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or since, in the description of the life of English aot^ety 
in its middle and lower classes, and in Oliver Tmit he 
lifted the curtain from some of the rotten parts of oiu 
civilisation. This history of a work-house child also Bound- 
ed the note of that sympathy with the poor which gavo 
to Dickens's descriptions of their sufferin|>s and their etmg' 
gles a verscitj beyond mere accuracy of detail. He was 
still happier in dcscriblDg their housebold virtues, their' 
helpfulness to one another, their compassion for those vbo 
are the poorest of all — the friendless and the outcast — as 
he did in bis Old Curioaity Shop, and in moat of his 
Chvbtmas books. His pictures of iniddle-class life abound- 
ed in kindly humour ; but the humour and pathos of pov- 
erty — more especially the poverty whieb has not yet lost 
its self-respect — comnaended themselves most of all to bis 
descriptive power. Where, as in Nicholas NickUby and | 
later works, he essayed to describe the manners of the I 
higher classes, be was, as a rule, far less scccessful ; partly I 
bccanse there was in bis natnre a vein of rebeSlion against ■ 
the existing system of society, so that, except in bis latest 
books, he usually approached a description of members of 
its dominant orders with a satirical intention, or at least 
an undertone of bitterness. At the same time I demur to 
the common assertion that Dickens could not draw a real 
gentleman. All that can be said is that it very rarely 
suited his purpose to do so, sujiposing the term to include 
manners as well as feelings and actions; though Mr. 
Twemlow, in Our Mutual Friend, might be instanced as 
a (perhaps rather conscious) exception of one kind, and 
Sir Leicester Dedlock, in the latter part of Bleak Hov.se, 
S3 another. Moreover, a closer exambation of Lord Fred- 
erick Verisopht and Cousin Feenix will show that, gull as 
the one and ainuy as the other is, neither has anything 
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that can be called ungcntlemanly about him ; on the con- 
trary, the charactera, on the whole, rather plead in favour 
of the advantage than of the valuelcBsucss of blue blood. 
As for Dickens's other noblemen, whom I find enumerated 
in an American dictionary of his characters, they are nearly 
all mere passing embodiments of satirical fancies, which 
pretend to be nothing more. . 

Another ingenious enthusiast bos catalogued the na> I 
meroua callings, professions, and trades of the personages 
appearing in Dickens's works. I cannot agree with the 
criticism that in his personages the man is apt to become 
forgotten in the externals of his calling — the barrister's 
wig and gown, as it were, standing for the barrister, and 
the beadle's cocked bat and staff for the beadle. But he 
must have possessed ia its perfection the curious detective 
facility of deducing a man's occupation from his manners. 
To him nothing wore a neutral tint, and no man or woman 
was featureless. He was, it should be remembered, always 
observing; half his life he was afoot. When he under- 
took to describe any novel or unfamiliar kind of manners, 
ho spared no time or trouble in making a special study of 
his subject He was not content to know the haunts of 
the London thieves by hearsay, or to read the history of 
opium-smoking and its eSects in Blue-books. From the 
office of his journal in London we find him starting on 
these eelf-imposed commissions, and from his hotel in New 
York, The whole art of descriptive reporting, which has 
no donht produced a large quantity of trashy writing, but 
has also been of real service in arousing a public interest 
in neglected corners of our social life, was, it not actually 
set on foot, at any rate re-invigorated and vitalised by him. 
No one was so delighted to notice the oddities which 
habit and tradition stereotype in particular classes of men. 



A complete natural history of Ijie country actor, the Los* 

don landkdy, and the British waiter might be compiled 
fe)in his pages. This power of observation and dcBcrip- 
tlon extended from homan life to that of animals. TTis 
habite of life could not bat make him the friend of dogs, 
and there is eoioe reason for a title which was bestowed 
on him in a puper in a Loodon magazine coDceming bis 
own dogs — the Landseer of Fiction. His letters are full 
of delightful details concerning these friends and com- 
panions, Turk, Linda, and tlie rest of tbem ; nor ia the 
bmily of their fictitious counterparts, culminating (intel- 
lectually) in Meriylegs, less numerous and delightfaL 
Cats were less congenial to Dickens, perhaps because he 
bad no objection to changing house ; and they appear in 
his worka in no more attractive form than as the attendant 
^)irits of Mrs. Fipchin and of Mr. Krook. But for the 
humours of animals in general he had a wonderfnlly qnicfe 
eye. Of his ravens I have already spoken. The pony 
"Whisker is the type of kind old gentlemen's ponies. In 
one of his letters occurs an admirably droll description 
of the pig-market at Boulogne ; and the best unscientific 
description ever given of a apider was imagined by Sick- 
ens at Broadstairs, when in bis solitude ho thought 

"o( taming spiders, SB Baron Trenek did. There is one in my eeU 
(vich a speckled body and tventy-tno very iledded kuees) who aeems 
to know lua." 

In everything, whether animate or inanimate, he fonnd 
ont at once the characteristic feature, and reproduced it in 
words of fanltlesa precision. This is the real secret of bia 
descriptive power, the exercise of which it would be easy 
to pursue through many other classes of subjects. Sce- 
nery, for its own sake, he rarely cared to describe; but no 
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one better understood how to reproduce the combined ef- 
fect of scenery and weatbcr on the predisposed mind. 
Thus London and its river in especial arc, as I have said, 
haunted by the memory of Dickens's boots. To me it 
was for years impossible to pass near London Bridge at 
night, or to idle in the Temple on sommer days, or to fre- 
quent a hundred other localities on or near the Thames, 
without instinctively recalling pictures scattered through 
the works of Dickena — in this respect, also, a real Uber 
v^i talis. 

Thus, and in many ways which it would be labour lost 
to attempt to describe, and by many a stroke or ton<di of 
genins which it would bo idle to seek to reproduce in para- 
phrase, the most observing and the most imaginative of 
our Engiish hnmourists revealed to us that infinite multi- 
tude of asBOciatioQs which binds men together, and makes 
us members one of another. But though observation and 
imagination might discern and discover these associations, 
sympathy — the sympathy of a generous human heart with 
humanity — alone could breathe into them the warmth of 
life. Happily, to most men, there is one place consecrated 
above others to the feelings of love and good-will ; " that 
great altar where the worst aniong us sometimes perform 
the worship of the heart, and where the best have offered 
up such sacrifices and done such deeds of heroism as, 
chronicled, wonld put the proudest temples of old time, 
with all their vaunting aimals, to the blush." It was thus 
that Dickens spoke of the sanctity of kome ; and, English in 
many things, he was most English in that love of home to 
which ho was never weary of testifying. But, though the 
" pathway of the sublime " may have been closed to him, 
he knew well enough that the interests of a people and 
the interests of humanity are mightier than the domeetia 
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loves and cares of any man ; and he conscientiouslj ad- 
dressed himself, as to the task of Lis life, to the eDdeavour 
to knit hamanity together. The method nhich he, by in- 
etinct and by choice, more especially pursned was tliat of 
Recking to show the "good in everything," This it is 
that made him, unreasonably sometimes, ignobly never, the 
champion of the poor, the helpless, the outcast. He was 
often tempted into a rhetoric too load and too shrill, into 
a satire neither fine nor fair ; for he was impatient, but not 
impatient of what he thought true and good. His pur- 
pose, however, was worthy of his powers ; nor is there re- 
corded among the lives of English men of letters any mora 
single-minded in its aim, and more snccessful in the par- 
suit of it, than his. He was much criticised in his life- 
time ; and he will, I am well aware, be often criticised in 
the future by keener and more capable judges than myself. 
They may miss ranch in his writings that I find in them ; 
but, unless they find one thing there, it were better that 
they never opened one of his books. He has indicated it 
himself when criticising a literary performance by a derer 
writer ; 

" Id this little MS. everTthlng is too much patronised and conde- 
Bcendeil to, «beroi« the elighteat touch of feeling foe the rustic who 
Is of the earth earthj, or of sisterhood with the homely servant who 
has made her face ahme in her desire to pleaae, would make a differ- 
ence that the writer can generally imagine without trying it Tou 
don't want any sentiment laboriouslj made out in such a thing. Tou 
don't want any maudlin show of it. But you do want a pervading 
suggestion that it is there." 

The sentiment which Dickens means is the salt which 
will give a fresh savour of their own to his works so long 
as our language endures. 
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STUDIES W THE SOUTH AND WEST, with Conimeotioa 

Canada. Poat Evo, Half Leather, Uncut Edges and Oilt 

Top, %l 75. 
AS WE GO. With Portrait and niualrationa, IBroo, Cloth, 

Ornamental, |1 00. (Id " Harpet's American Eaaajtsla.") 
AS WE WERE SAYING. With Purlralt aud I II ust rations. 

lemo, Cloih, Ornamental, 4>I 00. (Xii " Harper's Aioeri- 

can EaBavists.") 
THE WORK OF WASHINGTON IRVING. With Portraits. 

S2mo, Cloth, Ornamental, 50 aents. (In Black and White 

Hr. Warner has such a line fancy, such a genial hamor, 
that one nerer tirsa of him. — C'incinitali Conaaerdai OattUt, 



HARPER & BROTHERS, Pcbubhelbb 

SEW YOBK AND LONDON 

f^Any of fhe above leorkt vriii he tent by mail, posfoj 
prepaid, to any part of the Untied 8tale», Canada, o 
Missieo, on receipt of the price. 



THE HAWOKTH BRONTE. 



By .Mb8. HUMPHRY WAED 



This neTTand uniform edition of the Life and 
Works of the Bionte Siaters for the first time 
presents these works in an adequate form. The 
edition is in seven volumes, viz. : 

JANE EYRE. SHIRLEY. 

VUXBITE. WJLDFELL HALL. 

"WUTHEEINO HEIGHTS. TOE PROFESSOR. 

LIFE OF CHARLOTTE BRONTE. By Mrs. Gab- 
EEXL. Notes by Clhmbnt K. Shorter. 

Itlnetrated with Photoi;ravTires. Bound in 
Green and Gold, TJnout Edi-es and Gilt Tops, 
(11 75 per Volume, Sevpn Vols., in Box, 
tl2 25. 

HARPER & BROTnERR, PuBLiaHBas 

Ef A ny of tlu abone uortf mill bs Kent 6y mail, pottagi 
prepaid, to an;/ part of the United Statf, Camtiia, or MaiaO, 
on reneipl of tin pric/. 
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